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. LETTER ex. 

TO MH MURRAY. 

« Cheltenham, Sept. 37, 181 a. 
«I SENT in no Address whatever to the Committee; but 
out of nearly one hundred (this is confidential)^ none 
have been deemed worth acceptance; and in conse- 
quence of their subsequent application to me, I have 
written a prologue, which has been received, and will be 
spoken. The MS. is now in the hands of Lord Holland. 
« I write this merely to say, that (however it is received 
by the audience) you will publish it in the next edition 
of Childe Harold ; and I only beg you at present to keep 
my name secret till you hear further from me, and as 
soon as possible I wish you. to have a correct copy, to 
do with as you think proper. 

« P.S. — I should wish a few copies printed off 6e/bre, 
that the newspaper copiies may be correct after the rfe- 
livery.n 

VOL. II. ' 
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LETTER CXI. 

TO MR MURRAT. 

u Cheltenham, Oct. i a, 1 8 1 2 . 

« I have a very strong objection to the engraving of the 
portrait,! and request that it may, on no account, be 
prefixed ; but let all the proofs be burnt, and the plate 
broken. I will be at the expense which has been in- 
curred ; it is but fair that /should, since I cannot permit 
the publication. I beg, as a particular favour, that you 
will lose no time in having this done, for which I have 
reasons that I will state when I see you. Forgive all 
.the trouble I have occasioned you. 

(( I have received no account of the reception of the 
Address, but see it is vituperated in the papers^ which 
does not much embarrass an old author, I leave it to 
your own judgment to add it, or not,^ to your next edi- 
tion when required. Pray comply strictly with my 
wishes as to the engraving, and believe me, etc. 

c( P.S. — Favour me with an answer, as I shall not be 
easy till I hear that the proofs, etc., are destroyed. I 
hear that the Satirist has reviewed Childe Harold, in 
what manner I need not ask ; but I widi to know if the 
old personalities are revived. I have a better reason 
for asking this than any that merely concerns myself; 
but in publications of that kind, others, particularly 
female names, are sometimes introduced.)) 

* A miaiatiire by Sanders. Besides this miniatare, Sanders had also 
painted a fuUlength of his lordship, from which the portrait prefixed to 
this work is engraved. In reference to the latter picture, Lord Byron 
says, in a note to Mr Rogers^ ■ If yon think the picture you saw at Mur- 
ray's worth your acceptance^ it i» yours ; and yon may -piit a ^Ipve ;pr 
masque on it, if you Uke»« 
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LETTER CXII. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

• Ghehenham, Oct. i^, i8i3. 
(( MT DEAR LORD, 

«1 perceive that the papers, yea, even Perry's, arc 
somewhat ruffled at the injudicious preference of the 
Committee. My friend Perry has, indeed, 'et tu 
Brute'-d me rather scurvily, for which I will send him, 
for the M. C, l^e next epig^ram I scribble, as a token of 
my full forgiveness. 

u Do the Committee mean to enter into no explanation 
of their proceedings? You must see there is a leaning 
towards a charge of partiality. Tou will, at least, ac- 
quit me of any great anxiety to push myself before so 
many elder and better anonymous, to whom the no 
guineas (which I take to be about two thousand pounds 
^an/c currency) and the honour would have been equally 
welcome. ' Honour,' I see, ^ hath no skill in paragraph- 
writing.' 

u I wish to know how it went off at the second read- 
ing, and whether any one has had the grace to give it a 
glance of approbation . I have seen no paper but Perry's, 
and two Sunday ones. Perry is severe, and the others 
silent. If, however, you and your Committee are not 
now dissatisfied with your own judgments, I shall not 
much embarrass myself about the brilliant remarks of 
the journals. My own opinion upon it is what it always 
was, perhaps pretty near that of the public. 

u Believe me, my dear lord, etc. etc. 

a P.S. — My best respects to Lady H., whose smiles will 
be very consolatory, even at this di»taace.» 
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LETTER GXIII. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Cheltenliam, Oct. 1 8th, 1 8 1 2 . 

« Will you have the g[oodness to get this Parody of a 
peculiar kind * (far all the first lines are Busby s entire) 
inserted in several of the papers {correctly — and copied 
correctly; my .hand is difficult)— particularly the Morn- 
ing Chronicle? Tell Mr Perry I forgive him ail he has 
said, and may say against my address^ hut he will allow 
me to deal with the doctor — {audi alteram partem) — 
and not betray me. I cannot think what has befallen 
Mr Perry, for of yore we were very good friends; — but 
no matter, only get this inserted. 

« I have a poem on Waltzing for jou, of which I make 
you a present; but it must be anonymous. It is in the 
old style of Epglish Bards and Scotch Reviewers. 

« P.S. — With the ne^t edition of Childe Harold you 
may print the first fifty or a hundred opening lines of 
the * Curse of Minerva', down to the couplet beginning 
Mortal ('t was thus she spake), etc. 

< AmoDg the Addresses sent in to the Drury-Iane Committee was one 
by Dr Busby, entitled a Monologue, of which the Parody was enclosed 
in this letter. A short specimen of this trifle will be sufficient. The four 
first fines of the Doctor's Address are as follows :— - 

When energizing objects men pursue, 

What are the prodigies they cannot do ? 

A magic Edifice you here survey, 

Shot from the.ruins of the other day ! 

Wluch verses are thus ridiculed, unnecessarily, in the Parody :— 
« "When energizing objects men pursue,* 
The Lord knows what is writ by Lord knows who. 
A. modest Monologue « you here survey,* 
jBiss'd froxn the theatre the « other day. ■ 
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Of course, the moment the^ Satire begins, there you will 
stop, and the opening is the hest part.i» 

LETTER CXIV. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

• Oct. 19, 18 1 3. 

u Many thanks, but I must pay the damage j and will 
thank you to tell me the amount for the engraving. I 
think the ^Rejected Addresses' by far the best thing of 
the kind since the Rolliad, and wish you had published 
them. Tell the author *I forgive him, were he twenty 
times over a satirist ;' and think his imitations not at 
all inferior to the famous ones of Hawkins Browne. 
He must be a man of very lively wit, and less scurrilous 
than wits often are : altogether, I very muchr admire the 
performance, and wish it all success. The Satirist has 
taken a new tone, as you will see : we have now, t think) 
finished with Childe Harold's critics. I have in hand a 
Satire on fVaitzing^ which you must publish anony- 
mou^y ; it is not long, not quite two hundred lines, but 
will make a very small boarded pamphlet. In a few 
days you shall have it. 

a P.S. — The editor of the Satirist ought to be thanked 
for his revocation; it is done handsomely, after five 
years' warfare. » 

LETTER GXV. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Oct. a3, iSia. 

tt Thanks as usual. You go on boldly ; but have a 
care of glutting the public, who have by this time had 
enough of Childe Harold. 'Waltzing' shall be prepared. 
It is rather above two hundred lines, with an intro- 
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ductory Letter to the Publisher. I think of publisbisg, 
with Ghilde Harold, the openings lines of the ' Curse of 
Minerva,' as far as the first speech of Pallas, — because 
some of the readers like that part better than any I 
have ever written ; and as it contains nothing to affect 
the subject of the subsequent port«Qii, it will find a 
place as a Descriptive FragmenL 

u The plate is broken ? between ourselves, it was un- 
like the picture ; and besides, upon the whole, the fron- 
tispiece of an author's visage is but a paltry exhibition. 
At all events, this would have been no recommendation 
to the book. I am sure Sanders would not have survived 
the engraving. By the by, the picture may remain with 
you or him (which you please), till my return. The one 
of two remaining copies is at your service till I can give 
you a better; the other must be burned peremptorily. 
Again, do not forget that I have an account with you, 
and th(xt this is included, I give you too much trouble 
to allow you to incur expense also. 

u You best know how far this ^Address riot' will affect 
the future sale of Childe Harold. I like the volume of 
* Rejected Addresses' better and better. The other pa- 
rody which Perry has received is mine also (I believe). 
It is Dr Busby's speech versified. You are removing 
to Albemarle- street, I find, and I rejoice that we shall 
be nearer ndghbaurs. I am going to Lord Oxford's, 
but letters here will be forwarded. When at leisure, 
all communications from you will be willingly received 
by the humblest of your scribes. Did Mr Ward write 
the review of Home Tooke's Life in the Quarterly? it is 
excellent .n 
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LETTER CXVI. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« CSieltenham, November 2a, 181 3. 

a On my return here from Lord Oxford's, I found 
your obliging note, and will thank you to retain the 
letters, and any other subsequent ones to the same ad- 
dress, till I arrive in town to claim diem, which will 
probably be in a few days. I have in charge a curious 
and very long MS. poem, written by Lord Brooke (the 
friend of Sir Philip Sidney^ which I wish to submit to 
the inspection of Mr Giff ord, with the following que- 
ries ; — first, whether it has ever been published, and, 
secondly (if not), whether it is worth publication ? It 
is from Lord Oxford's library, anrf must have escaped 
or been overlooked among the MSS. of the Harleian 
Miscellany. The writing is Lord Brooke's, except a 
different hand towards the close. It is very long, and 
in the six-line stanza. It is not for me to hazard an 
opinion upon its merits ; but I would take the liberty, 
if not too troublesome, to submit it to Mr Gifford's 
judgment, which, from his excellent edition of Mas- 
singer, I should conceive to be as decisive on the 
writings of that age as on those of our own. 

« Now for a less agreeable and important topic. — 

How came Mr MtU'Somehedy^ without consulting you 

or me, to preBx the Address to his volume ' of ' Dejected 

Addfesses? Is not this somewhat larcenous? I think 

the ceremony of leave might have been asked, though 

■ « The Genuine Rejected Addresses, presented to the Committee of 
Bfanagement for Drury-lane Theatre ; preceded by that written by 
Lord Byron and adopted by the Committee :» — published by R. 
M'Maian. 
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I have no objection to the thing itself; and leave the 
* hundred and eleven' to tire themselves with *base com- 
parisons.' I should think the ingenious public tolerably 
sick of the subject, and, except the Parodies, I have not 
interfered, nor shall ; indeed I did not know that Dr 
Busby had published his Apologetical Letter and Post- 
script, or I should have recalled them. But I confess I 
looked upon his conduct in a different light before its 
appearance. I see some mountebank has taken Alder- 
man Birch's name to vituperate Dr Busby ; be had much 
better have pilfered his pastry, which I should imagine 
the more valuable ingredient — at least for a puff. — 
Pray secure me a copy of Woodfall's new Junius, and 
believe me, etc.w 

LETTER CXVIL 

TO MR WILLIAM BANKES. 

« December a6. 

« The multitude of your recommendations has already 
superseded my humble endeavours to be of use to you, 
and, indeed, most of my principal friends are returned. 
Leake from Joannina, Canning and Adair from the city 
of the Faithful, and at Smyrna no letter is necessary, as 
the consuls are always willing to do everything for per- 
sonages of respectability. I have sent you three^ one to 
Gibraltar, which, though of no great necessity, will, 
perhaps, put you on a more intimate footing with a 
very pleasant family there. You will very soon find out 
that a man of any consequence has very little occasion 
for any letters but to ministers and bankers, and of 
them you have already plenty, I will be sworn. 

« It is by ho means improbable that I shall go in the 
spring, and if you will fix any place of rendezvous about 
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August, 1 will write or join you. — When in Albania, 1 
wish you would inquire after Dervise 'Tahiri and Vas- 
cillie (or Basil), and make my respects to the viziers, both 
there and in the Morea. If you mention my name to 
Suleyman of Thebes, I think it will not hurt you ; if I 
had my dragoman, or wrote Turkish, I could have given 
you letters of real service; but to the English they are 
hardly requisite, and the Greeks themselves can be of 
little advantage. Liston you know already, and I do 
not^ as he was not then minister. Mind you visit Ephe- 
sus and the Troad, and let me hear from you when you 
please. I believe G. Forresti is now at Yanina, but if 
not, whoever is there will be too happy to assist you. 
Be particular about ^rmawns; never allow yourself to 
be bullied, for you are better protected in Turkey than 
any where ; trust not to the Greeks ; and take some knick-^ 
nackeries for presents — watches, pistols^ etc. etc., to the 
Beys and Pachas. If you find one Demetrius, at Athens 
or elsewhere, I can recommend him as a good dragoman. 
I hope to join you, however ; but you will find swarms 
of English now in the Levant. 

« Believe me, etc.** 

LETTER CXVIIL 

TO MR MURRAY. 

u February 20th, 181 3. 
u In * Horace in London' I perceive some stanzas on 
Lord Elgin, in which (waving the kind compliment to 
myself') I heartily concur. I wish I had the pleasure 

* In the Ode entitled « The Parthenon,* Minerva thus speaks: — 
All who hehold my mutilated pile 
Shall brand its ravager "with classic rage ; 
And soon a titled bard from Britain's isle 
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of Mr Smithes acqaaintaace, as I conld commuiifeate 
tbe curious anecdote you read in Mr T.'s letter. If he 
would ISlb it, he can have the substance for his second 
edition ; if not, I shall add it to our next, though I 
think we already have enough'Of Lord Elgin. 

M What I have read of this work seems admiraUy 
done. My praise, however, is not much worth the 
au^or's having ; but yoo may thank him in my name 
for his. The idea is new — we have excellent imitations 
of the Satires, etc., by Pope ; but I remember but one 
imitative Ode in his works, and tto/ie any where ebe. 
I can hardly suppose that they have lost any fame, by 
the fate of the fcarce; but even should this be the case, 
the present publication will again place tJiem on dieir 
pinnacle. 

« Tours, etc.» 

It has already been stated that the pecuniary supplies,, 
which he found it necessary to raise on arriving at 
majority, were procured for him on: ruinously usurious 
terms.' To some transactions connected with this 
subject, the following characteristic letter refers. 

Thy country's praise and suffirage shall engage, 
And fire with Athens' wrongs an angry age I 

Horace in London. 

* 'T is said that persons living on annuities 

Are longer lived than others,— God knows why. 
Unless to plague the grantors,— yet so true it is. 

That some, I really think, do never die. 
Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is ; 

And that *s their mode of furnishing supply : 
In lay young days they lent me cash that way, 
Which I found very troublesome to pay. 

Don Juanf Canto II. 
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LETTER CXIX. 

TO MR ROGERS. 

« March a5th» 1 8 1 3. 

tt I enclose you a draft for the asurious interest due 
to Lord **'s protig^; — I also could wish you would «tat€ 
thug Bftuch for me to his lordship. Though the trans- 
action speaks plainly in itself for the borrower's folly 
and. the lender^s usury, it never was my intention to 
€fuash the demand, as I legally might, nor to withkold 
payment of principal, or, perhaps, even untawful inte- 
rest. You know what my situation has beeH) and what 
it is. I have parted with an estate (which has been in 
my fiaimily for nearly three hundred years, and was never 
disgraced by being in possession of a Unvyer^ a church' 
matiy or a tuoman, during that period), to liquidate this 
and similar demands ; and the payment of the purchase 
is still wityield, and may be, perhaps, for years. If, 
therefore, I am under the necessity of mining those 
persons vmit for their money (which, considering the 
terms, they can afford to suffer), it is my misfor^ 
tune. 

a When I arrived at majority in 1809, I offered my 
own security on legal interest, and it was refused. NoWy 
I will not accede to this. This man I may have seen^ 
but I have no recollection of the names of any parties 
but the agents and the securities. The moment I can, 
it is assuredly my intention to pay my debts. This per- 
son's case may be a hard one ; but, under all circum- 
stances, what is mine? I could not foresee that the pur- 
chaser of my estate was to demur in paying for it. 

« I am glad it happens to be in my power so far to 



^ 



12 NOTICES OF THE ▲. o. i8i3. 

accommodate my Israelite, and only wish I could do 
as mach for the yest of the Twelve Tribes. 

tt Ever yours, dear R. 

a BN.n 

At the beg^inning of this year, Mr Murray having it in 
contemplation to publish an edition of the two Cantos 
of Ghilde Harold with engravings, the noble author en- 
tered with much zeal into his plan ; and in a note on 
the subject to Mr Murray, says: — « Westall has, I be- 
lieve, agreed to illustrate your book, and I fancy one 
of the engravings will be from the pretty little girl you 
saw the other day,' though without her name, and 
merely as a model for some sketch connected with the 
subject. I would also have the portrait (which you saw 
to-day) of the friend who is mentioned in the text at the 
close of Canto Ist, and in the notes, — which are subjects 
sufficient to authorize that addition.)) 

Early in the spring he brought out, anonymously, 
Jiis poem on Waltzing, which, though full of very lively 
satire, fell so far short of what was now expected from 
him by the public, that the disavowal of it, which, as 
we see by the following letter, he thought right to put 
. forth, found ready credence. 

LETTER CXX. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« April 2ISt, l8l3. 

a I shall be in town by Sunday next, and will call and 
have some conversation on the subject of Westall's de- 
signs. I am to sit to him for a picture at the request of 

* Lady Charlotte Harley, to whom, under the name of lanthe, the in- 
troductory lines to Childe Harold were afterwards addressed. 
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a friend of mine, and as Sanders's is not a good one, 
you will probaMy prefer the other. I wish you to have 
Sanders's taken down and sent to my lodgings imme- 
diately — before my arrival. I hear that a certain mali- . 
cious publication on Waltzing is attributed to me. This' 
report, I suppose, you will take care to contradict, as 
the author, I am sure, will not like that I should wear 
his cap and bells. Mr Hobhouse's quarto will be out 
immediately; — pray send to the author for an early 
copy, which I wish to take abroad with me. 

a P.S. — I see the Examiner threatens some observa- 
tions upon you next week. What can you have done to 
share the wrath which has heretofore been principally 
expended upon the Prince? I presume all your Scribleri 
will be drawn up in battle array in defence of the mo- 
dern Tonson — Mr Bucke, for instance. 

u Send in my account to Bennet-street, as I wish to 
settle it before sailing. » 

In the month of May appeared his wild and beauti- 
ful ((Fragment,!) The Gmour;— and though^ in its first 
flight from his hands, some of the fairest feathers of its 
wing were yet wanting, the public hailed this new off- 
spring of his genius with wonder and delight. The idea 
of writing a Poem in fragments had been suggested to 
him by the Columbus of Mr Rogers ; and, whatever ob- 
jections may lie against such a plan in general, it must 
be allowed to have been well suited to the impatient 
temperament of Byron, as enabling him to overleap 
those mechanical difficulties, which, in a regular narra- 
tive, embarrass, if not chill, the poet, — leaving it to 
the imagination of his readers to fill up the intervals be- 
tween those abrupt bursts of passion in which his chief 
power lay. The story, too, of the Poem possessed that 
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Stimulating charm for him, almost indispensable to his 
fancy, of being in some degree connected with himself, 
— an €vent in which he had been personally concerned, 
while on his travels, having supplied the groundwork 
on which the £ction was founded. After the appearance 
of the Giaour, some incorrect statement of this romantic 
incident having got into circulation, the noble author 
requested of his friend, the Marquis of Sligo, who had 
visited Athens soon after it happened, to furnish him 
with his recollections on the subject ; and the following 
is the answer wUch Lord Sligo returned. 

« Albany, Monday, August 3 1 8t, i% 1 3. 
tt MT DEAR BTaON, 

u You have requested me to tell you all that I heard 
at Athens about the affair of that girl who was so near 
being put an end to while you were there, — you have 
asked me to mention every circumstance, in the remo^ 
est degree relating to it, which I heard. In compliance 
with your wishes, I write to you alll heard, and I can- 
not imagine it to be very far from the fact, as the cir- 
cumstance happened only a day or two before I arrived 
at Athens, and consequently was a matter of common 
cornversation at the time. 

u The new governor, unaccustomed to have the same 
intercourse with the Christians as his predecessor, had 
of course the barbarous Turkish ideas with regard to 
women. In consequence, and in compliance with the 
stc^t letter of the Mahommedan law, he ordered this 
girl to be sewed up in a sack, and thrown into the sea, 
— as is, indeed, ^uite customary at Constantinople. As 
you were returning from bathing in the Piraeus, you 
met the procession going down to execute the sentence 
of the Waywode on (bis unfortunate girl. Report con- 
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timies lo say, that en finding out wbat the object of 
their joumey was, and who was the miserable sufferer, 
you inmediately interfered; and on some delay iu 
obeying your orders, you were obliged to inform the 
leader of the escort, that force should make him com- 
ply ; — that, on farther hesitation, you drew a pistol, and 
told him, that if he did not immediately obey your 
orders, and come back with you to the Aga's house^ you 
would shoot him dead. On this, the man turned alKHit 
and went with you to the goTernor's house ; here you 
succeeded, partly by personal threats, and partly by 
bribery and entreaty, to procure her pardon on condi- 
tion of her leaying Athens* I was told that you then 
conveyed her in safety to the convent, and dispatched 
her off at night to Thebes, where she found a safe 
asylum. Such is the story I heard, as nearly as I can 
recollect it at present. Should you wish to Ask me any 
fttrther questions about it, I shall be very ready and 
willing to answer them. 

« 1 remain, my dea« Byron, 

« Yours, very sincerely, 

C( SUGO. 

tt I an^ afraid you will hardly be able to read this 
scrawl ; but I am so hj^rried with the preparations for 
my journey, that you must excuse it.» 

Of the prodigal flow of his fancy, when its sources 
were once opened on any subject, the Giaour affords 
one of the most remarkable instances, — this Poem 
having accumulated under his hand, both in printing 
and through successive editions, till from four hundred 
lines, of which it consisted in his first copy, it at pre- 
sent amounts to nearly fourteen hundred. The plan, 
indeed, which he had adopted, of a series of .fragments, 



l6 NOTICES OF THE a. u. i8i3. 

— a set of « orient pearls at random strung, » — left him 
free to introduce, without reference to more than the 
general complexion of bis story, whatever sentiments 
or images his fancy, in its excursions, could collect; and 
how little fettered he was by any regard to connexion 
in these additions, appears from a note which accom- 
panied his own copy of the par£^raph, commencing 
a Fair clime, where every season smiles, » — in which he 
says, (( I have not yet fixed the place of insertion for 
the following lines, but will, when I see yout— as I have 
no copy.») 

Even Into this new passage, rich as it was at first, his 
fancy afterwards poured a fresh infusion, — ^^the whole of 
its most picturesque portion, from the line «For there, 
the Rose o'er crag or vale, » down to « And turn to groans 
his roundelay,)) having been suggested to him during 
revision. In order to show,, however, that though so 
rapid in the first heat of composition, he formed no 
exception to that law which imposes labour as the price 
of perfection, I shall here extract a few verses from his 
original draft of this paragraph, by comparing which 
wida the form they wear at present' we may learn 

* The following are the lines in their present shape, and it will be seen 
that there is not a single alteration in whieh the music of the verse has 
not been improved as well as the thought. 

Fair clime ! where every season smiles 
Benignant o'er those blessed isles, 
Which, seen from far Colonna's height. 
Make glad the heart that hails the sight. 
And lend to loneliness delight. 
There, mildly dimpling. Ocean's cheek 
Reflects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These E^ens of the eastern wave : 
And if at times a transient breeze 
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to appreciate the value of these after*touches of the 
master. 

Fair clime, where ceaseless summer smiles 
Benignant o'er those blessed isles, 
Which, seen from far Golonna's height, 
Make glad the heart that hails the sight, 
And give to loneliness delight. 
There shine the bright abodes ye seek. 
Like dimples upon Oceans cheek,^-^ 
So smiling round the waters lave 
These Edens of the eastern wave. 
Or if, at times, the transient breeze 
Break the smooth crystal of the seas. 
Or brush one blossom from the trees, 
How grateful is the gentle air 
That wakes and wafts the fragrance there. 

Among the other passages added to this edition- 
(which was either the third or fourth, and between 
which and the first there intervened but about six 
weeks) was that most beautiful and melancholy illus- 
tration of the lifeless aspect of Greece j beginning (( He 
who hath bent him o'er the dead,» — of which the most 
gifted critic of our day' has justly pronounced, that 
a it contains an image more true, more mournful, and 
more exquisitely finished, than any we can recollect in 
the whole compass of poetry. »* To the same edition 

Breaik the blue crystal of the seas. 
Or sweep one blossom from the trees^ 
How welcome is each gentle air 
That wakes and wafu the odoors there ! 

» Mr Jeffrey. 

*. In Dallaway's Constantinople, a book which Lord Byron is not un- 
likely to have consulted, I find a passage quoted from Gillies's History of 
Greece, which contains, perhaps, the first seed of the thou^t thus ex- 
panded into full perfection by genius : — « The present state of Greece, 

I. 
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also were added, amon^ other accessions of wealth,* 
those lines, « The cygnet proudly walks the water,)) and 
the impassioned verses, « My memory now is but the 
tomb.)) 

On my rejoining him in town this spring, I found 
the enthusiasm about his writings and himself, which I 
had left so prevalent, both in the world of literature 
and in society, grown, if any thing, still more general 
and intense. In the immediate circle, perhaps, around 
him, familiarity oF intercourse might have begun to 
produce its usual disenchanting effects. His own live- 
liness and unreserve, on a more intimate acquaintance, 
would not be long in dispelling that charm of poetic 
sadness, which, to the eyes of distant observers, hung 
about him; while the romantic notions, connected by 
some of his fair readers with tho^ past and nameless 
loves alluded to in his poems, ran some risk of abate- 
ment from too near an acquaintance with the supposed 
objects of his fancy and fondness at present. A poet^s 
mistress should remain, if possible, as imaginary a 
being to others, as, in most of the attributes he clothes 
her with, she has been to himself; — the reality, how- 
ever fair, being always sure to fall short of the picture 
which a too lavish fancy has drawn of it. Could we 
call up in array before us all the beauties whom 'the 
love of poets has immortalized, from the high-born 
dame to the plebeian damsel, — from the Lauras and Sa- 
charissas down to the Ghloes and Jeannies^ — we should, 
it is to be feared, sadly unpeople our imaginations of 
many a bright tenant that poesy has lodged there, and 

compared to the ancient, is the silent obscurity of the grave contrasted 
\tith the Tivid lustre of active life.* 

* Among the recorded instances of sach happy after-thoughts in poetry 
may he mentioned^ as one of the most memorable, Denham's four lines, 
« Oh could I flow like thee,» etc., which were added in the second edi- 
tion of his poem. 



A. D. i8i3. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. I 9 

fiad, in more than one instance, our admiration of the 
faith and fancy of the worshipper increased hy our dis- 
covery of the worthiessness of the idol. 

Bat, whatever of its first romantic impression the 
personal character of the poet may, from such causes, 
have lost in the circle he most frequented, this disap- 
pointment of the imag^ination was far more than com- 
pensated by the frank, social, and en(][aging qualities, 
both of disposition and manner, which, on a nearer in* 
tercourse, he disclosed, as well as by that entire absence 
of any literary assumption or pedantry, which entitled 
him fully to the praise bestowed by Sprat upon Cowley, 
that few could «ever discover he was a great poet by 
his discourse.}) "While thus, by his intimates, and those 
who had got, as it were, behind the scenes of his fame, 
he was seen in his true colours, as well of weaknessr as 
of amiableness, on strangers and such as were out of 
this immediate circle, the spell of his poetical charac- 
ter still continued to operate ; and the fierce gloom and 
sternness of his imaginary personages were, by the 
greater number of them, supposed to belong, not only 
as reg^arded mind, but manners, to himself. So preva- 
lent and persevering has been this notion, that, in some 
disquisitions on his character published since his death, 
and containing otherwise many just and striking views, 
we find, in the professed portrait drawn of him, such 
features as the following: — a Lord Byron had a stern, 
direct, severe mind : a sarcastic, disdainful, g^ooniy 
temper. He had no light sympathy with heartless cheer- 
fulness; — upon the surface was sourness, discontent, 
displeasure, ill-will. Beneath all this weight of clouds 
and darkness,)}' etc., etc. 

- Of the sort of double aspect which he thus presented, 

* Letters on the Character and Poetical Genias of Lord Byron, hy Sir 
Egertoo Brid^, Bart. 
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as vieWefi by the worid and by his friends^ he was him- 
self fully aware ; and it not only amused him, but, as a 
proof of the versatility of his powers, Mattered his pride. 
He was, indeed, as I have already remarked, by no 
means insensible or inattentive to the effect he pro- 
duced personally on society: and though the brilliant 
station he had attained, since the commencement of 
my acquaintance with him, made not the sligfhtest alter* 
ation in the unaffected n ess of his private intercourse, 
I could perceive, I thought, with reference to the exter- 
nal world, some slight changes in his conduct, which 
seemed indicative of the effects of Sis celebrity upon 
him. Among other circumstances, I observed that, 
whether from shyness of the general gaze, or from a no- 
tion, like Livy's, that men of eminence should not too 
much familiarize the public to their persons,' he avoided 
showing himself in the mornings, and in crowded 
places, much more than was his custom when we first 
became acquainted. The preceding year, before his 
name had grown u so rife and celebrated,)) we had gone 
together to the exhibition at Somerset-house, and other 
such places ;' and the true reason, no doubt, of his pre- 
sent reserve, in abstaining from all such miscellaneous 
haunts, was the sensitiveness, so often referred to, on the 
subject of his lameness, — a feeling which the curiosity 
of the public eye, now attracted to this infirmity by his 
fame, could not fail, he knew, to put rather painfully 
to the proof. 
Among the many gay hours we passed together this 

* « Continuiu aspectus minus ver^odos aiag;ii08 homines facit.» 

* The cmly peculiarity that struck me on those occasions was the un- 
easy restlessness which he seemed to feel in wearing a hat, — an article of 
dress which, from his constant use of a carriage while in England, he was 
almost wholly unaccustomed to, and which, after that year, I do not re- 
member to have ever seen upon him again. Abroad, he always wore a 
kind of foraging cap. 
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spring, I remember particularly the wild flow of his 
spirits one evening, when we had accompanied Mr Ro- 
gers^ heme from some early assembly, and when Lord 
Byron, who, according to his frequent custom, had not 
dined for the last two days, found his hunger no longer 
governable, and called aloud for ((something to eat.» 
Our repast, — of his own chusing, — ^was simple bread 
and cheese; and seldom have I partaken of so joyous a 
supper. It happened that our host had just received a 
presentation copy of a volume of Poems, written pro- 
fessedly in imitation of the old English writers, and con- 
taining, like many of these models, a good deal that was 
striking and beautiful, mixed up with much that was 
trifling, fantastic, and absurd. In our mood, at the mo- 
ment, it was only with these latter qualities that either 
Lord Byron or I felt disposed to indulge ourselves ; and, 
in turning over the pages, we found, it must be owned, 
abundant matter for mirth. In vain did Mr Rogers, in 
justice to the author, endeavour to direct our attention 
to some of the beauties of the work ; — it suited better 
our purpose (as is too often the case with more deliberate 
critics) to pounce only on such passages as ministered to 
the laughing humour that possessed us. In this sort of 
hunt through the volume, we, at length, lighted on the 
discovery that our host, in addition to his sincere ap- 
probation of some of its contents, had also the motive 
of gratitude for standing by its author, as one of the 
poems was a warm and, I need not add, well-deserved 
panegyric on himself. We were, however, too far gone 
in nonsense for even this eulogy, in which we both so 
heartily agreed,'to stop us. The opening line of the poem 
was, as well as I can recollect, « When Rogers o'er this 
labour bent;» and Lord Byron undertook to read it 
aloud ; — but he found it impossible to get beyond the 
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first two words. Our laugfhter had now increased to 
such a pitch that nothings could restrain it. Two or 
three times he began ; — but no sooner had the words 
ft When Rogers)) passed his lips, than our fit burst forth 
afresh, — till even Mr Rogers himself, with all his feel- 
ing of our injustice, found it impossible not to join us^ 
and we were, at last, all three, in such a state of inex- 
tinguishable laughter that, had the author himself been 
of the party, I question wiiether he could have resisted 
the infection. 
A day or two after Lord Byron sent me the following. 

tt MT DEAR MOORE, 

ft 'When Rogers' must not see the enclosed, which I 
send for your perusal. I am ready to fix any day you 
like for our visit. Was not Sheridan good upon the 
whole? The ' Poulterer' was the first and best.' 

ft Ever yours, eto) 

I. 
When T * * this daran*d nonsense sent 
( I hope I am not violent ), 
Nor men nor gods knew what he meant. 

' He here aHudes to a dinoer at Mr Rogers's, of which I have elsewhere 
given the fdHowing accounl. 

« The company consisted hut of Mr Rogers himself. Lord Byron, Mr 
Sheridan, and the writer of this Memoir. Sheridan knew the admiration 
his audience felt for him ; the presence of the young poet, in particular, 
seemed to bring back his own youth and wit ; and the details he gave of 
his early life were not less interesting and animating to himself than de- 
lightful to us. It was in the course of this evening that, describing to us 
the poem which Mr Whitbread had written, and sent in, among the other 
addresses for the opening of Drury-lane theatre, and which, like the rest, 
turned chiefly on allusions to the Phoenix, he said, 'But Whitbread made 
more of this bird than any of them : — he entered into particulars, and 
described its wings, beak, tail, etc. — in short, it was a Poulterers de- 
scription of a Phoenlz.'» — JLt/e of Sheridan. 
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And since not ev'n our Rogers' praise 

To common sense his thoughts could raise*— 

Why would they let him print his lays ? 

3. 



* 



4. 



To me, divine Apollo, gramt — O f 
Hermilda's first and second canto,^- 
I 'm fitting up a new portmanteau : 

6. 
And thus to furnish decent lining, 
My own and others' bays I 'm twining — 
So, gentle T * *, throw me thine in. 

On the same day I received from him the-following ad- 
ditional scraps. The lines in italics are from the 
eulogy that provoked his waggish comments. 

TO . 



I. 
/ lay my branch of laurel down. 



Thou « lay thy branch of laurel down 1» 

Why, what thou 'st stole is not enow ; 
And, were it lawfully thine own. 

Does Rogers want it most, or thou ? 
Keep to thyself thy wither'd bough, 

Or send it back to Doctor Donne- 
Were justice done to both, I trow, 

He 'd have but little, and thou — ^nooc. 
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a. 
Then thus tojbrm JpolUfs crown. 



A crown ! why, twist it how yon will, 
Thy chaplet must be foolscap still. 
When next you visit Delphi's town, 

Inquire amongst your fellow-lodgers. 
They '11 tell you Phuebus gave his crown. 

Some years before your birth, to Rogers. 

3. 
Let every dther 'bring his own. 



When coals to Newcastle are carried. 

And owls sent to Athens, as wonders. 
From his spouse when the ***s unmarried, 

Or Liverpool weeps o*er his blunders i^ 
When Tories and Whigs cease to quarrel. 

When C**'s wife Has an heir. 
Then Rogers shall ask us for laurel, 

And thou shalt have plenty to spare. 

The mention which fiemakes of SHeridan in the note 
just cited affords a fit opportunity of producing, from 
one of his Journals, some particulars which he has< 
noted down respecting this extraordinary man, for 
whose talents he entertained die-most unbounded ad- 
miration, — rating him, in natural powers, far above all 
his great political contemporaries. 

win society I have met Sheridan frequently; He was 
superb ! He had a sort of liking for me, and never at- 
tacked me, at least to my face, and he did every body 
else — high names, and wits, and orators, some of them 
poets also. I have seen him cut up Whi thread, quiz 
Madame de Stael^ annihilate Golman, and do little less 
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by some others (whose names, as friends, I set not 
down) of good fame and ability. 

ti The last time I met him was, I think, at Sir Gilbert 
Elliot's, where he was as quick as ever — no, it was 
not the last time; the last time was at Douglas Kin- 
naird's. 

u I have met him in all places and parties-*at Whit^ 
hall with theMelboumes, at the Marquis ofTavistodrs, 
at Robins's the auctioneer's, at Sir Humphrey Davy's, 
at Sam Rogers's, — in short, in most kinds of company, 
and always found him very convivial and delightful. 

a I have seen Sheridan weep two or three times. It 
may be that he was maudlin ; but this only renders it 
more impressive, for who would see 

Prom Marlborough's eyes the tears of dotage flow, 
And Swift expire a driveUer and a show ? 

Once I saw him cry at Robins's the auctioneer's, after a 
splendid dinner, full of great names and high spirits. I 
had the honour of sitting next to Sheridan. The occa- 
sion of his tears was some observation or other upon 
the subject pf the sturdiness of the Whigs in resbting 
office and keeping to their principles : Sheridan turned 
roand : — * Sir, it is easy for my Lord G. or Earl G. or 
Marquis B. or Lord H., with thousands upon thousands 
a year, some of it either presently derived, or inherited 
in sinecure or acquisitions from the public money, to 
boast of their patriotism^ and keep aloof from tempta- 
tion; but they do not know from what temptation 
those have kept aloof who had equal pride, at least 
equal talents, and not unequal passions, and never- 
theless knew not in the course of their lives what it 
was to have a shilling of their own.' And in saying this 
he wept. 

VOL* II. ^ 



That {Am lojbrm JpMiit enmm. 



A cmvB ! why, ipiM it bow joa wiB, 
Tk; clapkt >wt be foabc*ip «iH. 
VImb aea job Ti^ Ddplu'j town. 



Tbej '11 (d JOB FVrbos gaTC Iiu cniini, 
Soae fcan b^on joor birdi, lo Rogen. 



Let eoefyiitherinitg his oum. 



WImd eoak lo ReweaMle an carried, 

luti okIi sent lo AdtcBi, u wanders, 
Fto^ liis ipoaie wfaeo tka **'■ Bamarrwd, 

Or lirerpool weeps o'er hU bloDden ; 
Wkea Toricf and Whigs ceue lo qaarrel, 

When C"'» wife Kai an beir. 
Then Bogen (batl a«k bi for laurel, 

And iboit ihalt bave ptentj lo ipare. 
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a I have more thaa oiuce keard kiin. say, 'diat lie never 
had a shilling of his own/ To he siure^ he ocwfiliived to 
extr^t a good many of other people's. 

u In iSiS, I had occasion to visit my lawyer io Chan- 
cery-lane : he was with Sheridan. After mutual greet- 
ings, etc., Sheridan retired first. Before recurring to my 
own husiness, I could not help inquiring that of Sheri- 
dan. ^Oh,' repli^ the attorney, ^the usual thing! to 
stave off an action from his wine^merchant, my cltent.* 
— 'Well,' said I,. *a»d what do you mean to do?' — 
'No.(iUing a^ all fov the present,' said he: 'would you 
have us.pi'oceed against old Sherry ? what would be the 
use of it?' aiid here be began laughing, and going over 
Sheridan's good gifts of conversation. 

u Now, from personal experience, I can vouch that my 
attorney is by no means the tenderest of men, or par- 
ticularly accessible to any kind of impression out of the 
statute or recprd ; and yet Sheridan, in half an. hour, 
had found the way to soften and seduce him in such a 
manner^ that t almost tbink he would have thrown his 
client (an. honest m^ny with all the laws,, and some jus- 
tice, on his. side) out of the windpw, had he come in at 
th^momenjt. 

u Such wa^ Sheridan !. he could soften an attorney ! 
There hai& beeoT pothing like it since the days of Or- 
pheus. 

u Ooe day I saw him; take up hi3 own 'Monody on 
Oarrick.' He Ughted upon, the dedication to the Dow- 
ager ^ady ^*. On seeing it, he flew into a rage,, and 
exclaii^ed, 'that it must be a forgery, that he had 
never dedicated any thing of bis to such a. d — d cant- 
ing,' etc. etc. etc. — and so vnent on fbr hidf an hour, 
abusing his own dedication, or at least the object of 
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it. I£ ali wi?itei9 were e^piatty sincere, it would be 
ludicrous* 

« He told me that, on the nigkt of the ^rsnd success 
of his School for Scandaly he was> knocked down and 
put into the watch-house for makings a vow in the street, 
and being found intoxicsUed by the wartchmen. 

a When dying, he was requested to un<lergoi ^an ope- 
ration.' He repliedi,, that lie had already submitted to 
two, which were enough for one man's lifetime. Being 
asked what they were, he answered, ^ having his bair 
cut, and sitting fo;r his picture.' 

tt I have met George Golfenan oceasienally, and thought 
him extremely |4easant and conyivial. Sheridao's hu- 
mour, or rather wit, was always satomine, and some- 
times savage ; he never laughed (at lea^ that I saw, and 
I watched him)^, but Gobnan did. If I hod to chuse, and 
qould not have both at a time, I should say, ^ Let nse 
begin the evening, with Sheridan, and fiiiish- it widi 
Golman.' Sheridan fov dinner, Gohnan for supper; 
Sheridan for claret or port, but Gohnan fev every dsing, 
from the madeira and champagne at dinner^ &e claret 
with a layer oiport between the glasses^ up to the punch 
of the nighty and down to the grog,, or gin and water, 
of daybreak^f—aU these I have thpead«d with> both the 
saine. Sheridan was a grenadier company of Uie- 
guards, but CoXman a whole r^anent— -of U^kt infantry^ 
to be sure,; but still a regimeat^n 

It was at this time that Lord Byron became acquaint- 
ed (and, I regret to have to add^ partly through my 
m£^ni) with Mr L^ighHuivt, the ec^torof a well-known 
weekJy journal) the Examiner.. Thla gentiemon ¥ had 
myself formed an ac^aintance with in ifae year rSrr, 
and,, in common with a large portion o^ the pnblie, en- 
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tertained a sincere admiration of his talents and courage 
as a journalist. The interest I took in him personally 
had heen recently much increased hy the manly spirit 
which he had displayed throughout a prosecution in- 
stituted against himself and his brother, for a libel that 
had appeared in their paper on the Prince Regent^ and 
in consequence of which they were both sentenced to 
imprisonment for two years. It will be recollected that 
there existed among the whig party, at this period, a 
strong feeling of indignation at the late defection from 
themselves and their principles of the illustrious per- 
sonage who had been so long looked up to as the friend 
and patron of both. Being myself, at the time, warmly 
— perhaps, intemperately — under the influence of this 
feeling, I regarded the fate of Mr Hunt with more than 
common interest, and, immediately on my arrival in 
town, paid him a visit in his prison. On mentioning the 
circumstance, soon after, to Lord Byron, and describing 
my surprise at the sort of luxurious comforts with which 
I had found the « wit in the dungeon » surrounded, — 
his trellised flower-garden without, and his books, busts, 
pictures, and piano-forte within, — the noble poet, whose 
political view of the case coincided entirely with my own, 
expressed a strong wish to pay a similar tribute of re- 
spect to Mr Hunt, and accordingly, a day or Iwo after, 
we proceeded for that purpose to the prison. The in- 
troduction which then took place was soon followed by 
a request from Mr Hunt that we would dine with him, 
and the noble poet having good-naturedly accepted the 
invitation, the Gold Bath Fields prison had, in the 
month of June, i8i3, the honour of receiving Lord 
Byron, as a guest, within its walls. 
Oil the morning of our first visit to the journalist, I 
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received from Lord Byron the following lines, written, 
it will be perceived, the night before. 

« May 19th, i8i3. 

Oh yoa, who in all names can tickle the town, 
Anacreon, Tom Little, Tom Moore, or Tom Brown, — 
For hang me if I know of which yon may most brag, 
Yoor Quarto two-poonds, or your Twopenny Post Bag : 

Bat now to my letter — to yours \ is an answer — 
To-morrow be with me, as soon as yon can, sir. 
All ready and dress'd for proceeding to spunge on 
(According to compact) the wit in the dungeon; — 
Pray Phoebus at length our political malice 
May not get us lodgings within the same palace ! 
I suppose that to-night yon 're engaged with some codgers. 
And for Sotheby's Blues have deserted Sam Rogers ; 
And I, though with cold I have nearly my death got. 
Must put on my breeches, and wait on the Heathcote. 
Bnt to-morrow, at four, we will both play the Scurra^ 
And you '11 be Gatollus, the R — t Mamurra. 

tt Dear M.— Having got thus far, I am interrupted 
by****. 10 o'clock. 

« Half-past 1 1. **** is gone. I must <^ress for Lady 
Heathcote's. — Addio. » 

Our day in the prison was, if not agreeable, at least 
novel and odd. I had, for Lord Byron's sake, stipulated 
with our host beforehand, that the party should be, as 
much as possible^ confined to ourselves ; and, as far as 
regarded dinner, my wishes had been attended to ; — 
there being present, besides a member or two of Mr 
Hunt's own family, no other stranger, that I can recol- 
lect, but Mr Mitchell, the ingenious translator of Aris* 
tophanes. Soon after dinner, however, there dropped 
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in some of our host's literary fnends, wbo, beings Titter 
strangers to Lord Byron and myself, radier <tisturbed 
the ease into which we were all settling. Among these, 
I remember, was Mr John Scott,— the writer, after- 
wards, of some severe attacks on Lord Byron; and it is 
painful to think that, among the persons then as- 
sembled round the poet, there should hanre been one so 
soon to step forth the assailant of his living fame, while 
another, less manful, would resterve ihe cool venom for 
his grave. 

On the 2d of June, in presenting a petition to the- 
House of Lords, he made his third and last appearance, 
as an orator, in that assembly. In his way home from 
the House that day, he called, I remember, at my lodg- 
ings, and found me dressing in a very great hany for 
dinner. He was, I recollect, in a state of most humor- 
ous exaltation after his display, and, while I hastily weat 
on with my task in the dressing-room, continued to 
walk up and down the adjoining chamber, spoating 
forth for me, in a sort of mock-heroic voice, detached 
sentences of the speech he had just been delivering. « I 
told them,» he said, u that it was a most flagrant violation 
of the Gonstittition— that, if such things were permitted, 

there was an end of English freedom, and that n 

« But what was this dreadful grievance?)) I asked ^ 
interrupting him in his eloquence. — u The grievance Fs) 
he repeated, pausing as if to consider — 'K Oh, that I 
forget.)) ' It is impossible, of course, to oonvey an idea 
of the dramatic humour with which he gave effect to 
these words ; but his look and manner on such occa* 
sions were irresistibly comic, and it was, indeed, rather 
in such turns of fun and oddity than in any more elabo- 

' His speech was on presenting a Petition from Major Cartwright. 
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rate exhibition of wit that ^e pleasantry of his conver- 
sation consisted. 

Thougph it is evid^it that, after the brilliant success 
of Childb Harold, he had ceased to think of Parliament 
as an arena of ambition, yet, as a field for observation, 
we may take for granted it was not unstudied by him. 
To a mind of such quick and various views, every place 
and pursuit presented some aspect of interest ; and 
whether in the ball-room, the boxing-school, or the se- 
nate, all must have been, by genius like his, turned to 
profit. The following are a few of the recollections 
and imjMressions whieh I find recorded by himself of 
his short parliainentary career. 

ttl have never heard any one who fulfilled my ideal 
of an orator. Grattan would have been near it, but for 
his harlequin delivery. Pitt I never heard. Fox but 
once, and then he struck. me as a debater, which to me 
seems as different from an orator as an improvisatore, 
or a versifier, from a poet. Grey is great, but it is not 
oratory. Canning is sometimes very like one. Wind- 
ham I did not admire, though all the world did ; it 
seemed sad sophistry. Whitbread was the Demosthenes 
of bad taste and vulgar vehemence, but strong, and 
Elnglish. Holland is impressive from sense and since- 
rity. Lord Lansdowne good, but still a debater only* 
Granville I like vastly, if he would prune his speeches 
down to an hour's delivery. Burdett is sweet and sil- 
very as Belial himself, and I think the greatest favourite 
in Pandemonium, at least I always heard the conntcy 
gentlemen and the ministerial devilry praise his speeches 
up stairs, and run down from Bellamy's when he was 
upon his legs. I heard Bob Milnes make his second 
speech; it made no impression. I like Ward-^ studied. 



1 
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but keen, and sometimes eloquent. Peel, my school 
and form-fellow (we sate within two of each other), 
strange to say, I have never heard, though I often 
wished to do so; but from what I remember of him at 
Harrow, he is, or should be, among the best of them. 
Now, I do not admire Mr Wilberforce's speaking; it is 
nothing but a flow of words — ^ words, words, alone.' 

u I doubt greatly if the English have any eloquence, 
properly so called ; and am inclined to think that the 
Irish had a great deal, and that the French will have, 
and have had in Mirabeau. Lord Chatham and Burke 
are the nearest approaches to orators in EnglandT. I 
don't know what Erskine may have been at the bar^- 
but in the House, I wish him at the bar once more. 
Lauderdale is shrill, and Scotch, and acute. 

« But amongst all these, good, bad, and indifferent, 
I never heard the speech which was not too long for the 
auditors, and not very intelligible, except here and 
there. The whole thing is a grand deception, and as 
tedious and tiresome as may be to those who must be 
often present. I heard Sheridan only once, and that 
briefly, but I liked his voice, his manner, and his wit; 
and he is the only one of them I ever wished to hear at 
greater length. 

uThe impression of Parliament upon me was, that 
its members are not formidable as speakers^ but very 
much so as an audience ; because in so numerous a body 
there may be little eloquence (after all there were but 
tw6 thorough orators in all antiquity, and I suspect still 
fewer in modern times), but there must be a leaven of 
thought and good sense sufficient to make them knoyt> 
what is right, though they can't express it nobly. 

ic Home Tooke and Roscoe both are said to have de- 
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dared that they left Parliament with a higher opinioB 
of its aggregate integrity and abilities than that with 
which they entered it. The general amount of both in 
most Parliaments is probably about the same, as also 
the number x>f speakers and their talent. I except ora- 
tors, of course, because they are things of ages, and not 
of septennial or triennial reunions. Neither Hoiuse 
ever struck me with more awe or respect than the same 
number of Tuiiis in a divan, or of Methodists in a barn, 
would have done. Whatever diffidence or nervousness 
I felt (and I felt both, in a great degree) arose from the 
number rather than the quality of the assemblage, and 
the thought rather of the public without than the per- 
sons within, — knowing (as all know) that Cicero him- 
self, and probably the Messiah, could never have al- 
tered the vote of a single lord of the bedchamber or 
bishop. I thought our House dull, but the other ani- 
mating enough upon great days. 

ol have' heard that when Grattan made his first 
speech in the English Commons, it was for some mi- 
nutes doubtful whether to laugh at or cheer him.' The 
ddbut of his predecessor Flood had been a complete fai- 
lure under nearly similar circumstances. But when 
the ministerial part of our senators had watched Pitt 
(their thermometer) for iheir cue, and saw him nod re- 
peatedly his stately nod of approbation, they took the 
hint from their huntsman, and broke out into the most 
rapturous cheers. Grattan's speech, indeed, deserved 
them; it was a chef-cPosuvre. I did not hear that speech 

* Of Grattan he tajs, in another place,—* I was much strack ivith the 
simplicity of Gratun's manners in priyate life ; — they were odd, hut they 
were natural. Curran used to take him off, bowing to the yery ground, 
and * thanking God that be had no peculiarities of gesture or appearance,* 
in a way irresistibly ludicrous.* 
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of his (being then at Harrow), but beard most of his 
others on the same qaestion^lso that on the war of 
i8i5. I differed from his opinions on the latter ques- 
tion, but coindded in che ge&eral admiration of kis 
eloquence. 

«When I met old Gourteoay, the orator, at Rogers 
the poefs, in 1 8 1 1 - 1 !2, 1 was miich taken with the portly 
remains of his fine figure, and the still 'acute quickness 
of his conversation. It was he who silenced Flood in 
the English House by a crasking reply to a hasty dibut 
of the rival of Grattan in Ireland. I asked Gourtenay 
(for I like to trace motives) if he had not some personal 
provocation ;. for the acnmony of his answer seemed to 
me, as I had read it, to involve it. Gourtenay said ^he 
had ; that, when in Ireland (being an Irishman), at the 
bar of the Irish House of Gommons^ Flood had made a 
personal and unfair attack upon hiniseifi who, not being 
a member of that House, could not defend himself, and 
that some years ajfiterwaids, the opportunity of retort 
offering in the English Parliament, he could not resist 
it.' He certainly repaid Flood with interest, for Flood 
never made any figure, and only a speech or two after- 
wards, in the English House of Gommons. I mnst ex- 
cept, however, his speech on Reform in 1 790, which Fox 
called ^ the best he ever heard upon that subject. » 

For some time he had entertained dioughts- of going 
again abroad ; and it appeared, indeed, to be a sort of 
relief to him, whenever he felt melancholy or harassed, 
to turn to the freedom and solitude of a life of travel, 
as his resource. During the depression of spirits which 
he laboured under, while printing Ghilde Harold, « he 
would frequently,)) says Mr Dallas, utalk of selling 
Newstead, and of going to reside at Naxos, in the Gre- 
cian Archipelago, — to adopt the eastern costume and 
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customs, and to pass his time in studying the Oriental 
languages and literature. » The excitement of die 
triumph that soon after ensued, and the success which, 
in other pursuits besides those of literature, attended 
him, again diverted his thoughts tit>m these migratory 
projects. But the roving £t soon returned ; and we 
have seen, from one of his letters to Mr William Bankes, 
diat he looked tof wardto finding himself, in the course 
of this spring, among the fnoantains of his beloved 
Greece once more. For a time, this plan was exchanged 
for the more social project of accompanying his friends, 
the family of Lord Oxford, to Sicily ; and it was while 
engaged in his preparatives for this expedition diat the 
annexed letters were written. 

LETTER CXXI. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Maidenhead, Jane iSth, i8t3. 
a*** I have read the * Strictures,' which are ju9t 
enough and not grossly abusive, in very fair couplets. 
There is a note against Massinger near the end, and 
one cannot quarrel with one's company, at any rate. 
The author detects some incongruous figures in a pas- 
sage of English Bards, page a3, but which edition I do 
not know. In the sole copy in your possession — I mean 
the fiflh edition — you may make these alterations, that 
I may profit (though a little too late) by his remarks: — 
For ^kelUsh instinct,' substitute ^brutal instinct;' ^har- 
pies* alter to ^felons f and for 'blood-hounds' write 
^hell4iound8.'' These be *very bitter words, by my 

■ In an article on this Satire (written for Gumberlaad's Review, bat 
never printed ) by that most aoiiable man and excellent poet, the late 
Rer. Wm. Crowe, the iocongraity of these metaphors is thus noticed:— 
• Within the space of three or fonr cooplett he transforms a man into 
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troth/ find the alterations not much siweeter ; but as I 
shall not publish the thing;, they can do no harm, but 
are a satisfaction to me in the way of amendments The 
passage is only twelve lines. 

u You do not answer me about H.'s book ; I want to 
write to him^ and not to say aiiy thing unpleasing. If 
you direct to Post-office,* Portsmouth, till called for, I 
will send and receive your letter. Yon never told me 
of th^ forthcoming critique on Columbus, which is not 
too fair; and I do not think justice quite done to the 
^ Pleasures/ which surely entitle the author to a higher 
rank than that assigned him in the Quarterly. But I 
must not cavil at the decisions of the invisible infalUbles; 
and the article is very well written. The general horror 
of ^ fragment^ makes me tremulous for the ' Giaour ;' 
but you would publish it — I presume, by this time, to 
your repentance. But as I consented, whatever be its 
fate, I won't now quarrel with you, even though I detect 
it in my pastry ; but I shall not open a pie without ap- 
prehension for some weeks. 

« The books which may be marked G. O. I will carry 
out. Do you know Clarke's Naufragia ? I am told that 
he asserts thejirsf volume of Robinson Crusoe was written 
by the first Lord Oxford, when in the Tower, and given 
by him to Defoe ; if true, it is a curious anecdote. Have 
you got back Lord Brooke's MS.? and what does Heber 
say of it ? Write to me at Portsmouth. 

« Ever yours, etc. 

as many different animals. Allow him but the compass of three lines, 
and he will metamorphose htm from a wolf into a harpy, and in three 
more he will make him a blood-hound.* 

There are also in this MS. critique some curious instances of oversight 
or ignorance adduced from the Satire ; such as « Fish from Helicon*'-^ 
m Attic flowers Aonian odours breathe,* etc. etc. 
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TO MR MURRAY. 

« June i8th, 181S. 

«OEA.R SIR, 

« Will you forward the £nclosed answer to the kindest 
letter I ever received in my life, my sense of which I 
can neither express to Mr Gifford himself nor to any 
one elsjB. 

ici Ever yours, 

«N.» 

LETTER CXXII. 

TO W. GIFFORD, ESQ. 

« June i8di, i8i3. 

«MT DEAR SIR, 

u I feel greatly at a loss how to write to you at all — 
still more to thank you as I ought. If you knew the 
veneration with which I have ever regarded you, long 
hefore I had the most distant prospect of becoming 
your acquaintance, literary or personal, my embarrass* 
ment would not surprise you. 

u Any suggestion of yours, even were it conveyed in 
the lesstender shape of the text of the Baviad,'or a Monk 
Mason note in Massinger, would have been obeyed; f 
should have endeavoured to improve myself by your 
censure : judge then if I should be less willing to profit 
by your kindness. It is not for me to bandy compli- 
ments with my elders and my betters : I receive your 
approbation with gratitude, and will not return my 
brass for your gold, by expressing more fully those 
sentiments of admiration, which, however sincere, 
would, I know, be* unwelcome. 

« To your advice on religious topics, I shall equally 
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attend. Perhaps the hest way will he by avoiding them 
altogether. The already published objectionable pas- 
sages h^ye been much commented upon, but certainly 
have been rather strongly interpreted. I am no bigot 
to infidelity^ and did not expect that, because I doubted 
the immortality of man, I should be charged with deny- 
ing the existence of a God. It was the comparative in- 
significance of ourselves and our world^ when placed in 
comparison with the mighty whole, of which it is an 
atom, that first led me to imagine that our pretensions 
to eternity might be overrated. 

a This, and being early disgusted with a calvinbtic 
Scotch school, where I was cudgelled to church for the 
first ten years of my life, afQicted me with this malady; 
for, after all,it is, I believe, a disease of the mind as much 
as other kinds of hypochondria. »' 



LETTER GX1LI». 

TO MR MOORE* 

« Jnoeaadf.i&iSL 

« « « « « 

u Yesteixlaryldined in company with ^*%theEpic«iie,' 
whose politics are sadly changed. She is fojr the Lord 
of Israel and the Lord of Liverpoolr^a vile antithesis of 
a Methodist and a Tory — talks of nothing hut de^«ti»n 
and the ministry, and, I presume, expects that God and 

the ga^];nme3it will help h^ to a pensiooip 

# # # » « 

« lyiuiray, the «p^ of publishers^ the^^nac of stataDoers, 
h^ a desi^ upoxi yoa in the p^per lime. He wants 
you to become the staple ^nd stipiendiary Editor of. a 

■ ThereBUudwofi tlu»Utt8r, teappeara, havbeovloft. 
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periodical work. What say you? Will you be bonDd, 
like ' Kii Smart, to> write for sdiitftyoiiine years in the 
Univenal Visitor? Seriously, he talka of hundreds a 
year, andr^though I bote prating of the beggarly ele- 
m«atar-n-lus proposal may be to your honour and profit, 
and, I am v^ery sure, will be to, our pleasure. 

« I don't know whatto say about ^iidendship.' I never 
was in friendship but once, in my nineteenth year, and 
then it gave, me ae much trouble as. love. I am afraid, 
as Whitbread's sire said to the king, when he wsM^ited to 
knight him, that I am ^ too old:' but, nevertheless, no 
one wishes you more friends, fiime, and felicity, 
than, 

aTonra,etc.» 

Having relinquished ^s des^ of accompanying the 
Ostfords to. Sicily, he again thought of die East,, as will 
be seen by the following letters; and proceeded so far 
in his preparations for the voyage as to purchase of 
Love, the jeweller, of 014 Bond-^reet, about a dozen 
snuff-boxes, as presents for some of hift old Turkish 
ac^ua^itances. 

LETTER GXXIV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« 4t.^Q^ictioer8tr86t, St Jaipes-'s, July 8th, i8i3. 
a I psesumeby your silence that I have blundered into 
something noxious in my reply to your letter, for the 
whidi I beg leave to send, beforehand, a sweeping apo- 
logyy which yon may apply to. any, or all, parts of that 
unfortunate' epistle. I£ I enr in my conjectujre, I expect 
die like front you^ in putting our correspondence so long 
in quarantine. God he knows what I have said; but he 
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also knows (if he is not as indifferent to mortals as the 
nonchalant deities of Lucretius), that you 'are the last 
person I want to offend. So, if I have, — why the devil 
don't you say it at once, and expectorate your spleen? 

u Rog;ers is out of town with Madame de Stael, who 
hath published an Essay against Suicide, which, I pre- 
sume, will make somebody shoot himself; — ^as a sermon 
by Blinkensop, in proof of Christianity, sent a hitherto 
most orthodox acquaintance of mine out of a chapel of 
ease a perfect atheist. Have you found or founded a 
residence yet? and have you begun or finished a Poem ? 
If you won't tell me what I have done, pray say what 
you have done, or left undone, yourself. I am still in 
equipment for voyaging, and anxious to hear from, or 
of, you before I go, which anxiety you should remove 
more readily, as you think I shan't cogitate about you 
afterwards. I shall give the lie to that calumny by fifty 
foreign letters, particularly from any place where the 
plague is rife, — without a drop of vinegar or a whiff of 
sulphur to save you from infection. Pray write: I am 
sorry to say that * * * ♦, 

u The Oxfords have sailed almost a fortnight, and my 
sister is in town, which is a great comfort — £or, never 
having been much together, we are naturally more at- 
tached to each other. I presume the illuminations have 
conflagrated to Derby (or wherever you are) by this 
time. We are just recovering from tumult and train 
oil, and transparent fripperies, and all the noise and 
nonsense of victory. Drury-lane had a large M, W> 
which some thought was Marshal Wellington ; others, 
that it might be translated into Manager Whitbread; 
while the ladies of the vicinity and the saloon conceived 
the last letter to he complimentary to themselves. I 
leave this to the commentators to illuminate. If yoa 
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doa't answer this, I sha'n't say what you deserve, hut I 
think / deserve a reply. Do you conceive there is no 
Post-Bag hut the Twopenny? Sunburn me^ if you are 
not too had. 1} 



LETTER CXXV. 

TO Ma MOOAB. 

« July l3th, i8i3. 

« * * #.# # « « # « 

« Tour letter set me at ease; for I really thought '(as I 
heasr of your susceptibility) that I had said — I know not 
what — ^but something I should have heai very sorry 
for, had it, or I, offended you; — though I don't see how 
a man with a beantiful wife — H^ own children— quiet — 
fame — competency and friends (I will vouch for a 
thousand, which is more than I will for a unit in my 
own behalf), can be offended with any thing. 

a Do you know, Moore, I am amazingly inclined — 
remember I say but inclined — to be seriously enamoured 
with Lady A. F. — but this **has ruined all my pro- 
spects* However, you know her; — is she clever^ or sen- 
sible, or good-tempered? either wouU do — I scratch out 
the wilL I don't ask as to her beauty — that I see ; but 
my circumstances are mending, and were not my other 
prospects blackening, I would take a wife, and that 
should be the woman, had I a chance. I do not yet 
know her much, J)Ut better than I did. « ^ « 

a I want to getaway, but find difficulty in compassing 
a passage in a ship of war. They had better let me go ; 
if I cannot, patriotism is the word — ^ nay, an' thefy '11 
mouth, I '11 rant as well as they.' Now, what are you 
doing?-'-writing, we all hope, for our own sakes. 
Remember you mustedite my posthumous works, with 

2. 
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a Life of the Author, for which I will send you Confes- 
sions, dated * Lazaretto/ Smyrna, Malta, or Palermo— 
one can die any where. 

« There is to be a thiog on Tuesday ycleped a national 
fete. The Regent and * * * are to be there, and 
every body else, who has shillings enough for what was 
once a guinea. Vauxhall is the scene— there are six 
tickets issued for the modest women, and it is supposed 
there will be three to spare. The passports for the lax 
are beyond my arithmetic. 

« P.S. — ^The Stael last night attacked me most furiously 
— said that I had ' no right to make love — that I had 
used * * barbarously — that I had no feeling, and was 
totally insensible to la belle passion^ and had been all my 
life.' I am very glad to hear if, but did not know it 
before. Let me hear from you anon.)) 



LETTER CXXVL 

TO MR MOORE. 

• July aSth, i8i3. 

u I am not well versed enough in the ways of single 
woman to make much matrimonial progress. * * * 

u I have been dining like the dragon of Wantley for 
this last week. My head aches with the vintage of 
various cellars, and my brains are muddled as their 
dregs. I met your friends, the D * *s : — she sung one 
of your best songs so well, that, but for the appearance 
of affectation, I could have cried ; he reminds me of 
Hunt, but handsomer, and more musical in soul, per- 
haps. I wish to God he may conquer his horrible 
anomalous complaint. The upper part of her face is 
beautiful, and she seems much attached to her husband. 
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He is right, nevertheless, in leaving this nauseous toivn. 
The first winter would infallibly destroy her com- 
plexion, — and the second, very probably, every thing 
else. 

u I must tell you a story. M * * (of indifferent me- 
mory) was dining out the other day, and complaining 
of the P — e's coldness to his old wassailers. D' * * (a 
learned Jew) bored him with questions — why this? and 
why that? ' Why did the P — e act thus? — ' Why, sir, on 
account of Lord ^ % who ought to be ashamed of him- 
self.* * And why ought Lord * * to be ashamed of him- 
self ?—* Because the P-e, sir, ***♦»**' 
* And why, sir, did the P — e cut jou?* — ' Because, G — d 
d — mme, sir, I stuck to my principles.' * And why did 
you stick to your principles T 

u Is not this last question the best that ever was put, 
when you consider to whom ? It nearly killed M * *. 
Perhaps you may think it stupid, but, as Goldsmith said 
about the peas, it was a very good joke when I heard it 
— as I did from an ear-witness— and is only spoilt in my 
narration. 

u The season has closed with a Dandy Ball;— but I 
have dinners with the Harrowbys, Rogers, and Frere 
and Mackintosh, where I shall drink your health in a 
silent bumper, and regret your absence till ' too much 
canaries' wash away my memory, or render it super- 
fluous by a vision of you at the opposite side of the table. 
Canning has disbanded his party by a speech from 
his * * * *— the true throne of a Tory. Conceive 
his turning them off in a formal harangue, and bidding 
them think for themselves. ^ I have led my ragamuffins 
where they are ^ell peppered. There are but three of 
the i5o left alive, and they are for the Town^-end {query ^ 
might not Falstaff mean the Bow-street officer? I dare 
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say Maione^s posthumous editkm will have it so) for 
life; 

t( Since I wrote last, 1 hare been hito the -country. I 
journeyed by night — no incident ]or accident, but an 
alarm on the part of my valet on the outride, who^ in 
crossing Epping Forest, actually, I bdieve, fin ng down 
his purse before a mile-stone, with a glow'-worm in the 
second figure of number XIX — mistaking it for a footpad 
and dark lantern. I can only attribute his fears to a 
pair of new pistols, wherewith I had armed him; and he 
thought it necessary to display his vigilance by calling 
out to me whenever we passed any thing — no matter 
whether moving or stationary. Conceive ten miles, with 
a tremor every furlong. I have scribbled you' a fear- 
fully long letter. This sheet must be blank, ^nd is 
merely. a wrapper, to preclude the tabdlarians of the 
post from peeping. You once complained of my not 
writing ; — I will heap * coals of fire upon your head' by 
not complaining of your not reading. Ever, my dear 
Moore, your'n (isn't that the Staffordshire termination?) 

« Btron. » 

LETTER CXXVII. 

TO MR MOORS. 

« July 37th, 1-813. 
« When you next imitate the style of ' Tacitus,' pray 
add, ^ de moribus Germanorum ;' — this last was a piece 
of barbarous silence, and could only be taken from the 
fVoods^ and, as such, I attribute it entirely to your sylvan 
sequestration at May field Cottage. You will find, oii' 
casting up accounts, that you are my debtor by several 
sheets and one epistle. I shall bring my action ; — if 
you don't discharge, expect to hear from my attorney. I 
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have forvrarded yoor letter to Ruggiero ; but don't make 
a postman of me again, for fear I should be tempted to 
violate your sanctity of wax or wafer. 

tt Believe me ever yours indignantly^ 

ccBN.n 

LETTER CXXVni. 

TO BUR MOORE. 

« Joly 28th, l6i3. 

u Can't you be satisfied with the pangs of my jealousy 
of Rogers, without actually making me the pander of 
your epistolary intrigue? This is the second letter you 
have enclosed to my address, notwithstanding a mira- 
culous long answer, and a subsequent short one or two 
of your own. If you do so again, I can't tell to what 
pitch my fury may soar. 1 shall send you verse or 
arsenic, as likely as any thing, — four thousand couplets 
on sheets beyond the privilege of franking; that privi- 
lege, sir, of which you take an undue advantage over a 
too susceptible senator, by forwarding your lucubra- 
tions to every one but himself. I won't hank from 
you, orforyou, or to you — may I be curst if I do, un- 
less you mend your manners. I disown you — I disclaim 
you — and by all the powers of Eulogy, I will write a 
panegyric upon you — or dedicate a quarto — if you 
don't make me ample amends. 

u P.S. — I am in training to dine with Sheridan and 
Roger« this evening. I have a little spite against R. 
and will shed iiis ' Clary wines pottlenie^' This is 
nearly my ultimate or ^penultimate letter; for I am 
quite equipped, and only wait a passage. Perhaps 
I may wait a few weeks < for Sligo; but not if I can 
help it.» • 
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He had, vdth the intention of g^oingf to Greece, ap- 
plied to Mr Groker, the Secretary of the Admiralty, to 
procure him a passage on hoard a king's ship to the 
Mediterranean; and, at the request of this gentleman. 
Captain Barlton, of the Boyne, who was just then or- 
dered to reinforce Sir Edward Pellew, consented to 
receive Lord Byron into his cahin for the voyage. To 
the letter announcing this offer, the following is the 
reply. 

r LETTER CXXIX. 

TO MR CRORER. 

• Bt. Str., August ad^ i8i3. 
u DEAR SIR, 

u I was honoured with your unexpected/ and very 
obliging letter when on the point of leaving London, 
which prevented me from acknowledging my obliga- 
tion as quickly as I felt it sincerely. I am endeavour- 
ing all in my power to be ready before Saturday — and 
even if 1 should not succeed, I can only blame my own 
tardiness, which will not the less enhance the benefit I 
have lost. I have only to add my hope of forgiveness 
for all my trespasses on your time and patience, and 
with my best wishes for your public and private wel- 
fare, I have the honour to be, most truly, 

t( Your obliged and most obedient servant, 

« Btron.h 

So early as the autumn of this year, a fifith edition of 
the Giaour was required ; and again his fancy teemed 

* He calls the letter of MrCroker « unexpected,* because, in their 
previous correspondence and intenriews on the subject, that gentleman 
had not been able to hold out so early a prospect of a passage, nor one 
which was likely to be so agreeable in point of society. 
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widi fresh materials for its pages. The verses com- 
mencing u The browsing camels* bells are tinkling,}^ 
and the four pages that follow the line, u Yes, love in- 
deed is light from heaven, » were all added at this time. 
Nor had the overflowings of his mind even yet ceased^ 
as I find in the Poem^ as it exists at present, still fur- 
ther additions^ — and among them those four brilliant 
lines, — 

She was a form of life and light, 

That, seen, became a part of sight. 

And rose, where'er I turn'd mine eye, 

The Morning-star of memory ! 

The following notes and letters to Mr Murray, during 
these outpourings, will show how irresistible was tl^ 
impulse under which he vented his thoughts. 

u If you send more proofs, I shall never finish this in- 
fernal story — ' Ecce signum,' — thirty-three more lines 
enclosed ! to the utter discomfiture of the printer, and, 

I fear,, not to your advantage. 

u B.» 

« Half-past two in the morning, August loth, i8i3. 
u DEAR SIR, 

u Pray suspend the proofs^ for I am bitten again, and 

have quantities for other parts of the bravura. Yours 

ever, 

«B. 

« P.S. — You shall have them in the course of the day.»^ 

LETTER GXXX. 

TO MR MURRAr. 

« August 26th, I'8l3. 

a I have looked over and corrected one proof, but not 
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so carefully (God knows if yoa can fead it ^irongii, Bat 
I canH) as to preclode your eye from discovering some 
omission of mine or comnussioo of your printer. If yon 
have patience, look it over. Do you know any body 
who can stop — I mean pocnf — commas, and so forth ? 
for I am, I hear, a sad hand at your punctuation. I 
have, but with some difficulty, not added any more to 
this snake of a Poem, which has been lengthening its 
rattles every month. It is now fearfoUy long, being 
more than a Canto and a half of Childe Harold, which 
contains but 88a lines per book, with all late additions 
inclusive. 

ttThe last lines Hodgson likes. It is not often he 
does, and whoi he don't, he tdls me with great enei^^ 
and I fret and alter. I have thrown them in to soften 
the ferocity of our Infidel, and, for a dying man, have 
given him a good deal to say for himself. * * *' * 

tt I was quite sorry to hear you say yon staid in town 
on my account, and I hope sincerely you did not mean 
so superfluous a piece of politeness. 

a Our six critiques! — they would have made half a 
Quarterly by themselves ; but this is the age of criti- 
cism.)) 

The following refer apparently to a still later edition. 

LETTER CXXXI. 

TO MR MURBAT. 

« StOtoo, Oct. 3d, i8i3. 
a I have just recollected an alteration you may make 
in the proof to be sent to Aston. — Among the lines on 
Hassan's Sevai, not far from the beginning, is this — 
' Unmeet §or SoUtode to share. ' 
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Now to share implies more than one,, and Solitude is a 
single gentleman ; it m^ust be thus — 

For many a gilded chamber *s there, 
VHiidb. Solitude might well forbear; 

and so on. — My address is Aston-Hall, Rotfaerham. 

« Will you adopt -this correctiou ? and pray accept 
a Stilton cheese Irom me for your trouble. Ever 
yours, 

« B.w 

■u If I the old line stands, let the other run thus — 

Nor there will weary traveller halt, 
To bless the sacred bread and salt. 

^Note* — To partake of food — to break bread and 
^aste salt vritb your host^ ensures the safety of the guest ; 
even though .9n enei^y, bis person from th^t moment 
becomes sftcred. 

a There 4s ^noth^r additional Qote se^t yesterday — 
on the Priest in the Confessional. 

« P.S. — I leave this to your discretion ; if any body 
thinks the old line a good one, or the cheese a bad one, 
don't accept either, ^ijit, in )tliat; >^ase, the word share is 
repeated spon after in the line — 

To share the master's bread and salt ; 

and must be altered to — 

To break fiie .minster s bre.ad ai^d salt. 

This is not so well, though— confeuad It !» 

* This is ivrittefi on a separate ^lip of paper enclosed. 
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LETTER GXXXII. 

TO MR MURRAT. 

« October 12th, 181 3. 

((Yoa must look the Giaour again over carefully; 
there are a few lapses, particularly in the last page. 
— ^ I know 't was false ; she could not die,' it was, and 
ought to be — 'I knew.* Pray observe this and similar 
mistakes. 

u I have received and read the British Review. I 
really think the writer in most points very right. The 
only mortifying thing is the accusation of imitation. 
Crabbe's passage I never saw ; < and Scott I no further 
meant to follow than in his lyric measure, which is 
Gray's, Milton's, and any one's who likes it. The Giaour 
is certainly a bad character, but not dangerous ; and I 
think his fate and his feeliugs will meet with few pro- 
selytes. I shall be very glad to hear from or of yoa, 
when you please ; but don't put yourself out of your 
way on my account.)) 

LETTER CXXXin. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Bennet-street, August 2 ad, 1 8 1 3. 

« « « « « 

K As our late — I might say, deceased — correspondence 

* The ^sage refierred to by the Reviewers is in the Poem entitled 
« Resentment;* and the following is, I take for granted, the part which 
Lord Byron is accused by then of having imitated. 

Those are like wax — apply them to the fire. 
Melting, they take th' impressions you desire ; 
Easy to mould, and fashion as you please, 
And again moulded with an equal ease : 
like smelted iron these the form retain, 
3ut^ once impress'd, will never mdt again. 
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had too much of the town-life leav^ in it, we will 
now, ^ paulo majora,' prattle a little of literature in all 
its branches; and first of the first — criticism. The 
Prince is at Brigfhton, and Jackson, the boxer, gone to 
Margate, having, I believe, decoyed Yarmouth to see a 
milling in that polite neighbourhood. Mad' de Stael 
Holstein has lost one of her young barons, who has been 
carbonadoed by a vile Teutonic adjutant, — kilt and 
killed in a coffee-house at Scrawsenhawsen. Corinne is, 
of course, what all mothers must be, — but will, I ven- 
ture to prophesy, do what few mothers could — write an 
Essay upon it. She cannot exist without a grievance 
— and somebody to see, or read, how much grief be- 
comes her. I have not seen her since the event ; but 
merely judge (not very charitably) from prior obser- 
vation. 

« In a ^mail-coach copy' of the Edinburgh, I perceive 
the Giaour is 2d article. The numbers are still Jn the 
Leith smack — 7>my, which way is the wind? The said ar- 
ticle is so very mild and sentimental, that it must be 
vn'itten by Jeffrey in love; — you know he is gone to 
America to marry some fair one, of whom he has been, 
for several quarters^ ^perdument amoureux* Seriously — 
as Winifred Jenkins says of Lismahago — Mr Jeffrey 
(or his deputy) ' has done the handsome thing by me,' 
and I say nothing. But this I will say, — if you and I 
had knocked one another on the head in his quarrel, 
how he would have laughed, and what a mighty bad 
figure we should have cut in our posthumous worjks. 
By the by, I was called in the other day to mediate be- 
tween two gentlemen bent upon carnage, and, — after a 
long struggle between the natural desire of destroying 
one's fellow-creatures, and the dislike of seeing men 
play the fool for nothing, — I got one to make an apo- 
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^^SYy ^^ ^^ (Aherto take it, and left them to live 
happy ever after. One was a peer, the other a ft^iend 
untitled, and hoth fend of high play; — and one, I can 
swear for, though v«ry mild, ' not fearful,' and so dead 
a shot, that, though die other is the thinnest of men, he 
would have split him like a cane. They hoth con- 
dueted themselves very well, and I put them out of pom 

as soon as I could 

^ ***** * 

(( There is an American Life of G. F. Gooke, ScurrOj 
-deceased, lately- published. Such a book! — 1 believe, 
since Drunken Bamidiy's Journal, nothing like it has 
drenched die press. All green-room and tap^room — 
drams and the drama — brandy, whisky-punch, and, 
iatterfyy toddy, overflow every page. Two things are 
rather marvellous — first, that a man should live so long 
drunk, and, next, that he -should have found a sober 
biographer. There are some very laughable things in 
it, neverdieless ;--^but ;the pints he swallowed and. the 
parts he performed are too regularly roistered. 

« All this time you wonder I am not gone : so do I ; 
but the accounts of the plague are very. perplexing — 
not so much for the thing itself as the quarantine 
established in all ports, and from all places, even< from 
England. It is true the ferty or sixty days would, in 
all probability, be as foolishly spent on shore as in the 
ship ; but one likes to have one's choice, ne^iertheless. 
Town is awfully empty ; but not the worse for that. I 
am really puzzled wilh my perfect ignorance of what I 
mean to do ; — ^not stay, if I can help it, but wihere to 
go ? * Sligo is for the North, — a pleasant place, Pelers- 

* One of hi* traTcUing projects appears to have been a visit to Abys- 
sinia : — at least, I have found, among fais papers, a letter founded on that 
supposition, in whidi the imter entreats of bin to procure iafonmcion 
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bui^b) in September, with one's ears and nose in a 
mu£f, or else tumbling into one's neckcloth or pocket- 
handkerchief ! ff the. winter treated Buonaparte with so 
little cer^nony, what would it inflict upon your solitary 
traveller? — Give me a stm^ I care not how hot^ and 
sherbet, I care not how cool, and my H^ven is as easily 
made as your Persian's.' The Giaour is now looo and 
odd lines. ^ Lord Fanny spins a thousand such a day;' 
eh, Moore? — thou wilt needs be a wagi but I forgive it. 

u Yours ever, 
•«Bn, 

tt P.S. — I perceive I have written a flippant and ra^er 
Gold-bearted letter; let it go, however. I have said 
nothing, either, of the brilliant sex; but, the £eict is I am 
at this moment in a far more serious, and entirely new, 
scrape than any of the last tweivemonth's,:--and that is 
saying a good deal. * * * It is unlucky we can neither 
live with nor without these women. 

a I am now thiuking and regretting that, just as I 
have left Newstead, you reside near it. Did you ever 
see it? do— but don't tell me that you like it. If I had 
known of snch intellectual neighbourhood, I don't think 
I should have quitted it. You could have come over so 

concerning « a kingdom of Jeyii njentioned by Bruce as residing on the 
moniMiin of Sanien, in that country. I have had the honour, » he adds, 
• of some correq|>ondence -with the Rirv. Dr Bochanao and the BevOTeod 
and Witf Bed G. S. Faber, on die subject of the existence of this kingdom 
of Jews, which, if it prove to be a fact, will more clearly elucidate many 

of the scripture prophecies; and, if Providence favours 

your lordship's mission to Abyssinia, an intercourse might be establtsked 
between England and that country, and the En^ish ships, according to 
the Rev. Mr Faber, might he the principal means of Uransporting, the 
kin^om of Jews, now in Abyssinia, to Egypt, in their way to their ctkii 
country, Palestine. » 

* A Persian's Heav'n is eatUy made — 
*T is but black eyes and lemonade. 
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often, as a bachelor, — for it was a thorough bachelor's 
mansion — plenty of wine and such sordid sensualities — 
with books enoug[h, room enough, and an air of anti- 
quity about all (except the lasses) that would have suited 
you, when pensive, and served you to laugh at when in 
glee. I had butlt myself a bath and a vault — and now 
I sha'n't even be buried in it. It is odd that we can't 
even be certain of a gravCy at least a particular one. I 
remember, when about fifteen, reading your poems 
there, — which I can repeat almost now^ and asking all 
kinds of questions about the author, when I heard that 
he was not dead, according to the preface; wondering 
if I should ever see him — and though, at that time, 
without the smallest poetical propensity myself, very 
much taken, as you may imagine, with that volume. 
Adieu — I commit you to the care of the gods — Hindoo, 
Scandipavian, and Hellenic ! 

a P.S. ad. — There is an excellent review of Grimm's 
Correspondence and Mad% de Stael in this N^ of the 
E. R. * * * * * Jeffrey, himself, was my critic 
last year; but this is, I believe, by another hand. I 
hope you are going on with your grand coup — pray do 
— or that damned Lucien Buonaparte will beat us all. 
I have seen much of his poem in MS., and he really sur- 
passes every thing beneath Tasso. Hodgson is tcans- 
lating him against another bard. You (and I believe, 
Rogers), Scott, Gifford and myself, are to be referred to 
as judges between the twain, — that is, if you accept the 
office. Conceive our different opinions ! I think we, 
most of us (I am talking very impudently, you will 
think — us, indeed !) have a way of our own,~at least, 
you and Scott certainly have.» 
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LETTER CXXXIV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

H August a8th, 1 8 1 3. 
a Ay, my dear Moore, * there was a time' — I have 
heard of your tricks, when ^ you was campaig^ning; at 
the King^ of Bohemy.' I'm much mistaken if, some fine 
London springs, about the year i8i5, that time does 
not come a^ain. After all, we must end in marriage; 
and I can conceive nothing more delightful than such 
a state in the country, reading the county newspaper, 
etc., and kissing one's wife's maid. Seriously, I would 
incorporate with any woman of decent demeanour to- 
morrow — ^that is, I would a month ago, but, at present, 

a Why don't you * parody that Ode?'— Do you 
think I should be tetchy? or have you done it, and 
won't tell me? — ^You are quite right about Giamschid, 
and I have reduced it to a dissyllable within this half- 
hour.^ I am glad to hear you talk of Richardson, })e- 
cause it tells me what you won't — that you are going 

> Th« Ode of Horace, 

Nads in usum Ixtitiae, etc. 

some passages of which I told him might be parodied, in allusion to some 
of his late adventares : 

Qaanto laboras in Charybdi ! 
Digne puer meliore flammd ! 

* Ib his first edition of the Giaour he had used this word as a trisyllable, 
• Bright as the gem of Giamschid,* — but oo my remarliiag to him, upon 
the authority of Richardson's Persian Dictionary, that this was incorrect, 
he altered it to « Bright as the ruby of Giamschid. » On seeing this, how- 
ever, I wrote to him ■ that, as the comparison of his heroine's eye to a 
' ruby' might unluckily call up the idea of its being bloodshot, he had 
better change the line to * Bright as the jewel of Giamschid ;' — which he 
accordingly did in the following edition. 
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to beat Lucien. At lea«t, tell me kow far you have pro- 
ceeded. Do you think me less interested about your 
works, or less sincere Uian our friend Rugg^iero ? I am 
not — and never was. In that thing of mine, the 
^ English Bards,' at the time when I was angary with all 
the world, I never 'disparaged your parts,' although 
I did not know you personally; — and have always re- 
gretted that you don't give us an entire work, and not 
sprinkle yourself in detached pieces — beautiful, I allow, 
and quite alone in our language,' but still giving, us a 
right to expect a Shah Nameh (is that the itame?) as 
well as Gazels. Stick to the East ; — the oraclie, Stael, 
told me it was the only poetical policy. The North, 
South, and West, have all been exhausted ; but from the 
East, we have nothing but S ^*'s unsaleables, — and these 
he has contrived to spoil, by adopting only their most 
outrageous fictions. His personages don't interest us» 
and yours will. You will. luK^re no competitor ; and, if 
you had, you ought to be glad [of it. 'Rie little I have 
done in tliat way is merely a 'voice in the wilderness' 
(or you; and, if it has had any success, that also will 
prove that the public are orientalizing, and pave the 
path for you. 

(( I have been thinking of a story, grafted on the 
amours of a Peri and a mortal — something like, ortly 
more philanthropical than, Cazotte's Diable Amoureux. 
It would require a good deal of poesy, and tenderness 
is not my forte. For that, and other- reasons, I have 

' Having already endeavoured lo obviate the charge of vanity to which 
I ain aware I expose myself 1^ being thus accessory to the publication of 
eulogies, so warm and so little nierited, on myself, I shall here only add, 
that it wilt abundantly console me under such a change, if, in whatever 
degree th^ judgment of my noble firiend may be calfed iik question fbr 
ihese praises, he shaO, in' the same 'proportion, receive credit for the 
good-nature and warm-heartedness by whidi they wer^ dictated. 
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f^ren up the idea, and merely si^^t it to you,bteau«e, 
in interyalfi of your greater wiurk, I think it a •object 
yon might make much of.' If you want any more 
books, there is * Castellan's Moeur» des Ottoqians,' the 
best compendium of the kind I ever met with, in six 
small tomes. I am really taking a liberty by talking in 
this style to my 'elders and my betters;' — pardon it, 
and d<m't Rochefbuetmdttia^ motives. » 

LETTER GXXXV. 

TO MB MOOaE. 

« Angast-^eptember, I mean — ist, t8i3. 

u I send you, begging your acceptance. Castellan, and 
three vols, on Turkish Literature^ not yet looked into. 
The'fdsf I will' thank yon to read, exti^act what you want, 
and return in a week, as they are lent to me by that 
brightest of Northern constellations, Mackintosh, — 
amongst many other kind things into which India has 
warmed him, for I am sure your /iome Scotsman is of a 
less genial description. 

irTonr Peri, my dear M., is sacred and inviolable; 
I have no idea of touching the hem of her petticoat. 
Your affectation of a dislike to encounter me is so 
flattering, that I begin to think myself a very fine fel- 

* I had already, siogulariy eaoughj anticipated rUs stiggeitioii, by 
makiilf the daughter of aPeri the heroine of ooe of my stories, and de> 
tailing the love-adventares of her atrial pared i in an episode. In ac» 
qnainting Lord Byron yt'wh this circumstance, in my answer to the above 
letter, I added, « All I ask of your friendship is — not that you will abstain 
from Perif on my account, for that is too much to ask of human (or, at 
least, author's) natare — bat that, iwdienever you mean to pay your ad- 
dreaaes to any of these aerial ladies, you will, at once, tell me so, frankly 
and instantly, and let me, at least, have my choice whether I shall be 
desperate enough to go on, witli such a rival, or at once surrender the 
whole race into your hands, and take, for the future, to Antediluvians 
* witli Mr Montgomery.* 



58 NOTICES OF THE a. o. i8i3. 

low. But you are laughing at me — * stap my vitals. 
Tarn ! thou art a very impudent person;' and, if you are 
not laughing at me, you deserve to be laughed at. Se- 
riously, what on earth can you, or have you, to dread 
from any poetical flesh breathing? It really puts me 

out of humour to hear you talk thus. 

****** 

uThe ^ Giaour' I have added to a good deal; but still 
in foolish fragments. It contains about 1200 lines, or 
rather more — now printing. You will allow me to 
send you a copy. You delight me much by telling me 
that I am in your good graces, and more particularly as 
to temper ; for, unluckily, I have the reputation of a 
very bad one. But they $ay the devil is amusing when 
pleased, and I must have neen more venomous than the 
old serpent, to have hissed or stung in your company. 
It may be, and would appear to a third person, an in- 
credible thing ; but I know you will believe me when I 
say thatl am as anxious for your success as one human 
being can be for another's, — as much as if I had never 
scribbled a line. Surely the field of fame is wide enough 
for all ; and if it were not, I would not willingly rob my 
neighbour of a rood of it. Now you have a pretty pro- 
perty of some thousand acres there, and when you have 
passed your present Inclosure Bill, your income will be 
doubled (there's a metaphor, worthy of a Templar, 
namely, pert and low), while my wild common is too 
remote to incommode you, and quite incapable of such 
fertility. I send you (which return per post, as the 
printer would say) a curious letter from a friend of 
mine,' which will let you into the origin of 'the Giaour.' 
Write soon. 

(( Ever, dear Moore, yours most entirely, etc. 

* The letter of Lord Sli^o, already given. 
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u P.S. — This letter was written to me on account of a 
different story circulated by some gentlewomen of our 
acquaintance, a little too close to the text. The part 
erased contained merely some Turkish names, and 
circumstantial evidence of the girfs detection, not very 
important or decorous, n 

LETTER CXXXVI. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Bept. 5, 1 8 1 3« 
a You need not tie yourself down to a day with To* 
derini, but send him at your leisure, having anatomized 
him into such annotations as you want ; I do not be- 
lieve that he has ever undergone that process before, 
which is the best reason for not sparing him now. 

<c** has returned to town, but not yet recovered of 
the Quarterly. What fellows these reviewers arel 
^ these bugs do fear us all.' They made you fight, and 
me (the milkiest of men) a satirist, and will end by 
making * * madder than Ajax. I have been reading 
Memory again, the other day, and Hope together, and 
retain all my preference of the former. His elegance is 
really wonderful — there is no such thing as a vulgar 
line in his book. * ******* 
a What say you to Buonaparte? Remember, I back 
him against the field, barring Catalepsy and the Ele- 
ments. Nay, I almost wish him success against all 
countries but this, — were it only to choke the Morning 
Post, and his undutiful father-in-law, with that rebel- 
lioas bastard of Scandinavian adoption, Bernadotte. 
Rogers wants me to go with him on a crusade to tlie 
Lakes, and to besiege you on our way. This last is a 
great temptation, but I fear it will not be in my power, 
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unless you would go on with one of us somewhere — 
no matter where. It is too laie for Matloek, but we 
might hit upon some scheme, high life or low, — the last 
would be much the bestibr amusements I am so sick 
of the other, that 1 quite sigh for a cider-cellar, or a 
cruise in a smuggler's sloop. 

a You cannot wish more than I do that the Fates were 
a little more accommodating to our parallel lines, which 
prolong ad infinitum without coming a jot the nearer. 
I almost wish I were married, too — which is sayings 
much. All my friends, seniors and juniors, are in for 
if, and ask me to be godfather, — the only species of pa- 
rentage which, I believe, will ever come to my share in. 
a lawftil way ; and, in an unlawful one, by the blessing 
of Lncina, we can never be certain, — though the parish, 
may. I suppose I shall^hear j&om you to-morrow. If 
not, this goes as it isj but I leave room for a P.S., in 
case any thing requires an answer. Ever, etc. 

« No letter — nHmporte. R. thinks the Quarterly will 
be at me this time : if so^ it shall be a war of extermina- 
tion — no quarter. From the youngest devil down to the 
oldest woman of that Review, all shall perish by one 
fatal lampoon. The ties of nalure shall be torn asunder, 
for I will not even spare my bookseller ; nay, if one 
were to include readers also, all the better. » 

LETTER CX XXVII I. 

TO MR MOORE. 

»SepC. 8, i8i3. 

(( I am sorry to see Tod. again so soon, for fear your 

scrupulous conscience should have prevented you from 

fully availing yourself of his] spoils. By this coach I 

send you a copy of that awful pamphlet *the Giaour^* 
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whidi has nev^* procured ine half so high a coi»pIi- 
oient as your modest alarm. You will (if inclined in an 
evening) perceive' that 1 have added mu<^ in quantity, 
•-^a circumstance which may truly diminish your mo- 
desty upon the subject 

« You stand certainly in great need of a ^ lift' with 
Mackintosh. My dear Moore, you strangdy underrate 
yourself. I should conceive it an affeebation in any 
other; but I think I know you well enough to believe 
that you don't know your own value. However, it is a 
fault that generally mends; and, in your case, it really 
ought. I have heard him speak of you as highly as your 
wife could wish ; and enough to give all your friends 
the jaundioe. 

« Yesterday I had a letter from All Pacha I brought by 
Doctor Holland, who is just returned from Albania. It 
is in Latin, and begins ^ Excellentissime, nee non Garis- 
sime,' and ends about a gun he wants made for him ; — it 
is signed ^ Ali Yiztr.' What do you think he has been 
ahoiu? H. tdls me that, last spring, he took a hostile 
town, 'wfaere, forty<4wo . years 4^, his mother and 
sisters wore treated as Miss Gianigonde was by the Bul- 
garian cavalry. He takes, the town, selects all the sur- 
vivors of this exploit***children, grand-children, etc., to 
the tune of six hundred, and has theoi shot before his 
face.. Recollect he spared the rest of the city, and oon- 
fined himself to the Tarquin pedigree,-^whieh is more 
than Icwiould. So much for ' dearest friend.N> 

LETTER CXXXVin. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Sept. 9,i8i3. 
^ I write to you from Murray's, and, 1 may say, from 
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Murray, who, if you are not predisposed in £sivour of 
any other publisher, would be happy to treat with you, 
at a fitting time, for your work. I can safely recom- 
mend him as fair, liberal, and attentive, and certainly, 
in point of reputation, he stands among the first of 
^ the trade.' I am sure he would do you justice. I have 
written to you so much lately, that you will be glad to 
see so lit lie now. Ever, etc., etc.n 

LETTER CXXXIX. 

TO MR MOOBE. 

m September 37, i8i3. 
tt THOMAS MOORB, 

u (Thou wilt never be called ' true Thomas,' like He 
of Ercildonne), why don't you write to me?— as you 
won't, I must. I was near you at Aston the other day, 
and hope I soon shall be again. If so, you must and shall 
meet me, and go to Matlock and elsewhere, and take 
what, \n flash dialect, is poetically termed ^a lark,' with 
Rogers and me for accomplices. Yesterday, at Holland- 
house, I was introduced to Southey — the best'looking 
bard I have seen for some time. To have that poet's 
head and shoulders, I would almost have written his 
Sapphics. He is certainly a prepossessing person to 
look on, and a man of talent, and all that, and — there 
is his eulogy. 

u** read me part of a letter from you. By the foot 
of Pharaoh, I believe there was abuse, for he stopped 
short, so he did, after a fine saying about our correspon- 
dence, and looked — I wish I could revenge myself by 
attacking you, or by telling you that I have had to de- 
fend you— an agreeable way which one's friends have 
of recommending themselves, by saying — ' Ay, ay, / 
gave it Mr.Such-a-one for what he said about your being 
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a plagiary and a rake, and so on.' But do you know 
that you are one of the very few whom I never have the 
satisfaction of hearing abused, but the reverse; — and do 
you suppose I will forgive that? 

u I have been in the country, and ran away from the 
Doncaster races. It is odd, — I was a visitor in the same 
house which came to my sire as a residence with Lady 
Carmarthen (with whom he adulterated before his ma- 
jority — by the by, remember, she was not my mamma) 
— and they thrust me into an old room, with a nauseous 
picture over the chimney, which I should suppose my 
papa regarded with due respect, and which, inheriting 
the family taste, I looked upon with great satisfaction. 
I staid a week with the family and behaved very well 
— though the lady of the house is young and religious, 
and pretty, and the master is my particular friend. I 
felt no wish for any thing but a poodle dog, which they 
kindly gave me. Now, for a man of my courses, not 
even to have coveted is a sign of great amendment. Pray 
pardon all- this nonsense, and don't * snub me when I *m 
in spirits.' « Ever yours, 

((Bn.ii 

a Here's an impromptu for you by a ^ person of qua- 
lity,' written last week, on being reproached for low 
spirits. 

When from the heart where Sorrow sits,' 

Her dasky shadow mounts too high, 
And o'er the changing aspect flits, 

And clouds the brow, or fills the eye — 
Heed not that gloom which soon shall sink : 

My thoughts their dungeon know too weU ; 
Back to my breast the wanderers shrink, 

And bleed within their silent cell. 

* Now printed in his Works. 
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LETTER CXL. 

TO MR >IOOa£. 

« October 3, i.8«3. 

(cTou have not answered some six letters of mine, 
lliis, therefore, is my penultimate. I will write to you 
once moFe, but, after tkat— I swear by all the saints*-*! 
am silent and supercilious. I have ndet Gurran atHol- 
i»nd-house — ^he beats every body; — his imaginatkMn is 
beyond humane and his humoor (it is difficult to define 
what IS wit) perfect. Then he has fifty faces, and twice 
as many voices, when he mimics; — I have never aiiet his 
equal. Now were I a woman, and die a. virgin, that is 
the man I should make my Scamander. He is quite 
fascinating. Kemember, I have met him but onor; and 
you, who have known him long, may probably deduct 
from my panegyric. I aknost fear to meet him again, 
lest the impression shojuld be lowered. He talked a 
great deal about you — a theme never tiresome ^ me, 
nor any body else that I know. What a variety of ex- 
pression he conjures into that naturally not very fine 
countenance of his ! jEIe absolutely changes it endrely. 
I have done — for I can^ describe him, and you. know 
him. On Sunday I return to * *, where I shall not be 
far from you. Perhaps I shaU hear from you in the 
mean time. Good ni^t* 

a Saturday morn. — Your letter has canceil^ all my 
anxieties. I did jwt suspect yon in earnest. Modest 
again! Because I don't do a very shabby thing, it 
seems,! ' don't fear your competition.' If it were reduced 
to an alternative of preference, I should dread you, as 
much as Satan does Michael. But is there not room 
enough in our respective regions? Go on-— it will soon 
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be my turn to forgive. To-day I dine i/^ith Mackintosh 
and Mrs Stale — as John Bull may be pleased to denomi- 
nateCorinne — whom I saw last night, at Covent-gar- 
den, yawning over the humour of Falstaff. 

tt The reputation of ^ gloom,' if one's friends are not 
induded in the reputants^ is of great service ; as it saves 
one from a legion of impertinents, in the shape of com^ 
monplace acquaintance. But thou know'st I can be a 
right merry and conceited fellow, and rarely ' larmoy- 
ant.' Murray shall reinstate your line forthwith.' I 
believe the blunder in the motto was mine ; — and yet I 
have, in general, a memory for you^ and am sure it was 
rightly printed at first. 

« I do ' blush ' very o^n, if I may believe Ladies H. 
and M. — but luckily, at present^ no one sees me. — 
Adieu. » 

LETTER CXLL 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Noyetnber 3oth, 1 8 1 5. 

(I Since I last wrote to you, much has occurred, good, 
bad, and indifferent,— not to make me forget you, but 
to prevent me from reminding you of one who, never- 
theless, has often thought of you, and to whom your 
thoughts, in many a measure, have frequently been a 
consolation. We were once very near neighbours this 
autumn; and a good and bad neighbourhood it has 
proved to me. Suffice it to say, that your French quo- 
tation was confoundedly to the purpose, — though very 
unexpectedly pertinent, as you may imagine by what f 

* The motto to the Giaour^ which is taken from one of the Irish Me- 
lodies, had been quoted by him incorrectly in the first editions of the 
Poem. He made afterwards a similar mistake in the lines from Burns 
prefixed to the Bride of Abydos. 

3. 
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5au/ before^ and my sileaee since. « • « « 
However, * Ricfaaid 's himself a^pin,' and, except all 
night and some part of the momiag, I don't think very 
much about the matter. 

a All convulsions end with me ra rhyme ; 9tfk6^ to so- 
lace my midnights, I have scribbled another Turkish 
story' — not a Fragment — which yon will receive soon 
after this. It does not trench npon your kingdom in 
the least, and, if it did, 50a would soon reduce me to 
my proper boundaries. You will think, and justly, that 
I run some risk of losing the little 1 have gained in fame, 
by this further experiment on public patience ; bnt I 
have really ceased to care on that head. I have written 
this, and published it, for the sake of the employ metii^ 
— to wring my thoughts from reality, and take refuge 
in ' imaginings,^ however ' horrible ;' and, as to success ! 
those who succeed will console me for a failure — except- 
ing yourself and one or two more, whom luckily I love 
too well to wish one leaf of their laurels a tint yellower. 
This is the work of a week, and will be the reading of 
an hour to you, or even less, and' so, let it go * * * * 

ttP.S. — Ward and I talk of going to Holland. I want 
to see how a Dutch canal looks, after the Bosphorus. 
Pray respond. >i 

LETTER CXLII. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« December 8t£r, i8i3. 

((Your letter, like all the best, and even kindest, 
things in this world, is both painful and pleasing. But, 
first, to what sits nearest. Do you know I was actually 
about to dedicate to you, — not in a formal inscription, 

< The Bride of Abydos. 
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as to one's elders^ — but through a short prefatory letter, 
in which I boasted myself your intimate, and held forth 
the prospect of jour Poem ; when, lo, the recollection of 
yonr strict injunctions of secrecy as to the said Poem, 
more than once repeated By word and letter, flashed 
upon me, and marred my intents. I could have no 
motive for repressing my own desire of alluding to you 
(and not a day passes that I do not think and talk of 
yon), but an idea that you might yourself dislike it. 
Yon cannot doubt my sincere admiration, waving per- 
sonal friendship for the present, which, by the by, is 
not less sincere and deep-rooted. I have you by rote and 
by heart ; of which * ecce signum !' "When I was at * *, 
on my first visit, F have a habit, in passing my time a 
good deal alone, of — I won't call it singing, for that I 
never at tempt except to myself — but of uttering, to what 
I think tunes, your ^ Oh breathe not,' ^ When the last 
glimpse,' and ^ \Vhen he who adores thee,' with others of 
the same minstrel ; — ^they are my matins and vespers. 
I assuredly did not intend them to be overheard, but 
one morning, in comes, not La Donna, but II Marito, 
vnth a very grave face, saying, * Byron, I must request 
you won't sing any more, at least of those songs.' I 
stared, and said, ^ Certainly; but why? — ^ To tell you 
the truth,' quoth he, ^ they make my wife cry, and so 
melancholy, that 1 wish her to hear no more of tbem«' 

u Now, my dear M., the effect must have been from. 
your wosds, and certainly not my music. I merely 
mention this foolish story, to show you how much I am 
indebted to yon for even yonr pastimes. A man may 
praise and praise, but no one recollects but that which 
pleases — at least, in composition. Though I think no 
one equal to you in that department, or in satire, — 
and surely no one was ever so popular in both,-*— I cer 
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tainly am of opinion that you have not yet done all you 
can do, though more than enougfh for any one else. I 
want, and the world expects, a longer work from you ; 
and I see in you what I never saw in poet before, a 
strange dif^dence of your own powers, which I canuot 
account for, and which must be unaccountable, when 
a Cossac like me can appal a cuirassier. Your story I 
did not, could not, know, — I thought only of a Peri. I 
wish you had confided in me, not for your sake, but 
mine, and to prevent the world from losing a much 
better poem than my own, but which, I yet hope, this 
clashing will not even now deprive them of.' Mine is 
the work of a week, written, why I have partly told you, 
and partly I cannot tell you by letter — some day I will. 

« * ^^ * * * 

« Go on — I shall really be very unhappy if I at all in- 
terfere with you. The success of mine is yet problema- 
tical ; though the public will probably purchase a cer- 
tain quantity, on the presumption of their own propen- 

* AmoQ^ the stories, intended to be introduced into Lalta Rookb, 
vrhich I had begun, but, from various causes, never finished, there was 
one which I had made some progress in, at the time of the appearance of 
« the Bride, » and which, on reading that Poem, I found to contain such 
singular coincidences with it, not only in locality and costume, but in 
plot and characters, that I immediately gave up my story altogether, and 
began another on an entirely new subject, the Fire-worshippers. To this 
circumstance, which I immediately communicated to him. Lord Byron 
alludes in this letter. In my hero (to whom I had even given the name 
of « Zelim,* and who was a descendant of Alt, outlawed, with all his fol- 
lowers, by the reigning Caliph) it was my intention to shadow out, as I 
did afterwards in another form, the national cause of Ireland. To quote 
the words of my letter to Lord Byron on the subject: — « I chose this 
story because one writes best about what one feels most, and I thought 
the parallel with Ireland would enable me to infuse some vigour into my 
hero's character. But to aim at vigour and strong feeling after ^ou, is 
h^eless ; — that region 'was made for Caesar.'* 
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sity for ' the Giaour' and such ' horrid mysteries.' The 
only advantage I have is heing on the spot; and that 
merely amounts to saving me the trouble of turning over 
books, which I had better read again. If your chamber 
was furnished in the same way, you have no need to go 
there to describe — I mean only as to accuracy — because 
I drew it from recollection. 

u This last thing of mine may have the same fate, and 
I assure you I have great doubts about it. But, even if 
not, its little day will be over before you are ready and 
willing. Gome out—' screw your courage to the sticking- 
place.' Except the Post Bag (and surely you cannot 
complain of a want of success there), you liave not been 
regularly out for some years. No man stands higher, — 
whatever you may think on a rainy day, in your pro- 
vincial retreat. ' Aucun homme, dans aucune langue, 
n*a ete, peut-etre, plus completement le poete du coeur 
ct le poete des femmes. Les critiques lui reprochent de 
n*avoir represente le monde ni tel qu'il est, ni tel qu'ii 
doit etre; mais les femmes r^pondent qu'il Pa repr^scnti tel 
quelles le desirent,' — I should have though Sismondi had 
written this for you instead of Metastasio. 

a Write to me, and tell me of yourself. Do you re- 
member what Rousseau said to some one^' Have we 
quarrelled? you have talked to me often, and never once 
mentioned yourself.' 

« P.S. — ^I'he last sentence is an indirect apology for 
my own egotism, — but I believe in letters it is allowed. 
I wish it was mutual, 1 have met with an odd reflection 
in Grimm ; it shall not — at least, the bad part — be ap- 
plied to you or nie, though one of us has certainly an in- 
different name — but this it is : ' Many people have the 
reputation of being wicked, with whom we should be too 
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happy to pass our lives.' I need not add k is a woman's 

saying— a Mademoiselle de Soaunery's.v 

«««««« 

At this time Lord Byron commenced a Jonjmal, or 
Diary, from the pa^^es of which I have already selected 
a few extracts, and of which I shall now lay as much 
more as is producible before the reader. Employed 
chiefly, — as such a record, from its nature, must be, — 
about persons still living and occurrences still recent, it 
would be impossible, of coarse, to submit it to the public 
eye, without the omission of some portion of its con- 
tents, and unluckily, too, of that very portion which, 
from its reference to the secret pursuits and feelings of 
the writer, would the most livelily pique and gratify the 
curiosity of the reader. Enough, however, will, I trust, 
still remain, even after all this necessary winnowing, to 
enlarge still further the view we have here opened into 
the interior of the poet's life and habits, and to indulge 
harmlessly that taste, as general as it is natural, which 
leads us to contemplate with pleasure a great mind in 
its undress, and to rejoice in the discovery, scr consoling 
to human pride, that even the mistiest, in their mo- 
ments of ease and weakness, resemble ourselves.' 

a JOURNAL, BEGUN NO VfiUBER I 4) l8l3. 

u if this had been begun ten years ago, and faithfully 
kept! !! — heigho! there are too many things I wish ne- 
ver to have remembered, as it is. Well, — Lhave bad 
my share of what are called the pleasures of this life, 
and have seen more of the European and Asiatic world 
than I have made a good use of. They say ^ virtue is 

* «Cett tartout aux honmies qui toot hors dc loute comparaison par 
le g^nie, qu'on aiine ii rcssembler an moins par Ie« foibIesses.««— Cm- 



A. o. i8t3. LIFE OF LOR]> BTKON. 7 1 

its own rewaixl,' — it certainly should be paid well for 
its tronble. At five-and-twenty, when the better part 
of life is over, one should be smnethmg^ — and what am 
I? nothing but five-and-twenty— and the odd months. 
What haye Fseen? the same man all over the world, — 
ay, and woman too. Give me a Mussulman who never 
asks questions, and a she of the same race, who saves 
one the trouble of patting them. But for this same 
plague — yellow-fever — and Newstead delay, 1 should 
have been by this time a second time close to the Euxine* 
If I can overcome the last, I don't so much mind your 
pestilence; and, at any rate, the spring shall see me 
there, — provided I neither marry myself nor unmarry 
any one else in the intervaL I wish one was — I donh 
know what I wish. It is odd I never set myself se- 
riously to wishing without attaining it— and repenting. 
I begin to believe with the good old Magi, that one 
should only pray for the nation, and not for the indi- 
vidual ; — but, on my principle, this would not be very 
patriotic. 

« No more reflections. — Let me see — last night I 
finished ^ Zuleika,' my second Turkish Tale. I believe 
the composition of it kept me alive — for it was written 
to drive my thoughts from the recollection of — 

Dear sacred name, rest ever vnreveard. 

At least, even here, my hand would tremble to write 
it« This afternoon i. have burnt the scenes of my 
commenced comedy. I have some idea of expectora- 
ting a romance, or rather a tale, in prose; — but what 
romance could equal the events — 

^aeque ipse vidi, 

Et qaorum pars magna fui. 
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u To-day Henry Byron called on me with my little 
cousin Eliza. She will grow up a beauty and a plague ; 
but, in the mean time, it is the prettiest child ! dark eyes 
and eyelashes, black and long as the wing of a raven. 
I think she is prettier even than my niece, Georgina, — 
yet I don't like to think so neither ; and, though older, 
she is not so clever. 

u Dallas called before I was up, so we did not meet. 
Lewis, too — who seems out of humour with every 
thing. What can be the matter? he is not married — 
has he lost his own mistress, or any other person's 
wife? Hodgson, too, came. He is going to be married, 
and he is the kind of man who will be the happier. 
He has talent, cheerfulness, every thing that can make 
him a pleasing companion ; and his intended is hand- 
some and young, and all that. But I never see any 
one much improved by matrimony. All my coupled 
contemporaries are bald and discontented. W. and 
S. have both lost their hair and good-humour; and 
the last of the two had a good deal to lose. But it 
don't much signify what falls off a man's temples in 
that state. 

a Mem. I must get a toy to-morrow for Eliza, and send 
the device for the seals of myself and ***** 
Mem. too, to call on the Stael and Lady Holland to- 
morrow^ and on * % who has advised me (without 
seeing it, by the by) not to publish ' Zuleika ;' I believe 
he is right, but experience might have taught him that 
not to print is physically impossible. No one has seen 
it but Hodgson and Mr Gifford. I never in my life 
read a composition, save to Hodgson, as he pays me in 
kind. It is a horrible thing to do too frequently; — 
better print, and they who like may read, and, if they 
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don't like, you have the satisfaction of knowhag that 
they have, at least, purchased the rig;ht of saying so. 

a I have declined presenting the Debtor's Petition, 
being sick of parliamentary mummeries. I have spoken 
thrice ; but I doubt my ever becoming an orator. My 
first was liked ; the second and third — I don't know 
whether they succeeded or not. I have never yet set 
to it con amore; — one must have some excuse to oneself 
for laziness, or inability, or both, and this is mine. 
^ Company, villanous company, hath been the spoil of 
me;' — and then, I have ^ drunk medicines,' not to make 
me love others, but certainly enough to hate myself. 

<iTwo nights ago, I saw the tigers sup at Exeter 
Change. Except Veli Pacha's lion in the Morea, — 
who followed die Arab keeper like a dog, — the fond- 
ness of the hysena for her keeper amused me most. 
Such a conversazione! — There was a ^hippopotamus/ 
like Lord L— 1 in the face ; and the *Ursine Sloth' hath 
the very voice and manner of my valet — but the tiger 
talked too much. The elephant took and gave me my 
money again — took off my hat — opened a door — 
irunked a whip— and behaved so well, that I wish he 
was my butler. The handsomest animal on earth is one 
of the panthers; but the poor antelopes were dead. 
I should hate to see one here: — the sight of the camel 
made me pine again for Asia Minor. ^ Oh quando tc 
aspiciam? 



> « Nov. i6tli. 

M Went last night with Lewis to see the first of An- 
tony and Cleopatra. It was admirably got up and 
well acted — a salad of Shakspeare and Dryden. Cleo- 

VOL. II. 4 
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patra strikes me as the epitome of her sex — fond, 
lively, sad, tender, teasing, humble, haughty, beauti- 
ful, the devil ! — coquettish to the last, as well with the 
*' asp' as with Antony. After doii^ all she can to per- 
suade him that — but why do they abuse him for 
cutting off that poltroon Cicero's head ? Did not Tully 
tell Brutus it was a pity to have spared Antony ? and 
did he not speak the Philifipics? and are not '^ words 
tlutt^s ?' and such ' words* very pestilent ' things'' too ? 
If he had had a hundred heads, they deserved (from 
Antony) a rostrum (his was stuck up there) apiece— 
though, 2^er all, he might as well have pardoned him, 
for tlie credit of the thing. But to resume — Cleopatra, 
after securing him, says, 'yet go*^ — 'it is your interest,' 
etc. — how like the sex ! and the questions about Octa- 
via — it is woman all over. 

« To-day received Lord Jersey's invitation toMiddletoa 
— to travel sixty miles to meet Madame * * ! I once 
travelled three thousand to get among silent people^ 
and this same lady writes octavos and talks folios. I 
have read her books — like most of them, and delight in 
the last ; so I won't hear it, as well as read. ****** 

(( Read Burns to-day. What would he have been, if 
a patrician ? We should have had more polish — less 
force — just as much verse, but no immortality — a di- 
vorce and a duel or two, the which had he survived, 
us his potations must have been less spirituous, he 
might have lived as long as Sheridan, and outlived as 
much as poor Brinsley. What a wreck is that man ! 
and all from bad pilotage; for no one had ever better 
gales, though now and then a little too squally. Poor 
dear Sherry! I shall never forget the day he and 
Rogers and Moore and I passed together: when he 
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talked, and we listened, without one yawn^ From six till 
one in the morning. 

«Got my seals **♦***. Have again forgot 
a plaything- for 771a petite cousine Eliza; but I must 
send for it to-morrow. I hope Harry will bring her 
to me. I sent Lord Holland the prooiRs of the last 
^Giaour,* and the 'Bride of Abydos.' He won't like 
the latter, and I don't think that I shall long. It was 
written in four nights, to distract my dreams from * *, 
Were it not thus, it had never been composed ; and had 
I not done something at that time, I must have gone 
mad, by eating my own heart — bitter diet! — Hodgson 
likes it better than the Giaour, but nobody else will, — 
and he never liked the Fragment. I am sure, had it 
not been for Murray, that would never have been pub- 
lished, though the circumstances which are the ground- 
work make it * * * heigh-ho ! 

« To-night I saw both the sisters of * * ; my God ! the 
youngest so like! I thought I should have sprung 
across the house, and am so glad no one was with me in 
Lady H.'s box. I hate those likenesses— the mock-bird, 
but not the nightingale — so like as to remind, so differ- 
ent as to be painful.' One quarrels equally with the 
points of resemblance and of distinction. 

« Nov. 1 7ih. 
« No letter from * * ; — but 1 must not complain. The 
respectable Job says, ' Why should a living man com- 
plain? I really don't know, except it be that a dead 

* Earth holds no other Kke to thee, 
Or, if it doth, in vain for me : 
For -worlds I dare not view the dame 
Resembling thee, yet not the same. 

The Giaour. 
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man can't; and he, the said patriarch, did complain, 
nevertheless, till his friends were tired, and his wife re- 
commended that pious prologue, ' Curse — and die;' the 
only time, I suppose, when hut little relief is to he found 
in swearing. I have had a most kind letter from Lord 
Holland on ^The Bride of Ahydos,' which he likes, and, 
so does Lady H. This is very good-natured in hoth, 
from whom I do not deserve any quarter. Yet I cUd 
think, at the time, that my cause of enmity proceeded 
from Holland-house, and am glad I was wrong, and 
wish I had not heen in such a hurry with that confound- 
ed satire, of which I would suppress even the memory; 
— but people, now they can't get it, make a fuss, I verily 
helieve. out of contradiction. 

« George Ellis and Murray have been talking some- 
thing about Scott and me, George pro Scoto, — and very 
right too. If they want to depose him, I only wish 
they would not set me up as a competitor. Even if I 
had my choice, I would rather be the Earl of Warwick 
than all the kings he ever made ! Jeffrey and Gifford 
I take to be the monarch-makers in poetry and prose. 
The British Critic, in their Rokeby Review, have pre- 
supposed a comparison, which I am sure my friends 
never thought of, and W. Scott's subjects are injudicious 
in descending to. I like the man — and admire his 
works to what Mr Braham calls Entusymusy. All such 
stuff can only vex him, and do me no good. Many 
hate his politics— •(! hate all politics) ; and here, a man's 
politics are like the Greek soul — an ei^oi>^ov, besides God 
knows what other soul; but their estimate of the two 
generally go together. 

a Harry has not brought ma petite cousine, I want us 
to go to the play together; — she has been but once. 
Another short note from Jersey, inviting Rogers and me 
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on the 23d. I must see my a^nt to-night. I wonder 
when that Newstead business will be finished. It cost 
me more than words to part with it — and to have parted 
with it ! What matters it what I do? or what becomes 
of me ? — but let me remember Job's saying, and con- 
sole myself with being ^a living man.' 

a I wish I could settle to reading again, — my life is 
monotonous, and yet desultory. I take up books, and 
fling them down again. I began a comedy, and burnt 
it because the scene ran into reality ; — a novel, for the 
same reason. In rhyme, I can keep more away 
from facts; but the thought always runs through, 

through yes, yes, through. I have had a letter 

from Lady Melbourne — the best friend I ever had in 
my life, and the cleverest of women. ***** 

a Not a w^ord from * *. Have they set out from * *? 
or has my last precious epistle fallen into the Lion's 
jaws? If so — and this^ silence looks siiBpicious — I must 
clap on 'my musty morion' and 'hold out my iron.' 
I am out of practice, — but I won't begin again at Man- 
ton's now. Besides, I would not return his shot. I was 
once a famous wafer-splitter; but then the bullies of so- 
ciety made it necessary. Ever since I began to feel 
that I had a bad cause to support, I have left off the ex- 
ercise. 

a What strange tidings from that Anakim of anarchy 
— Buonaparte! Ever since I defended my bust of him 
at Harrow against the rascally time-servers, when the 
war broke out in i8o3, he has been a 'heros de roman' 
of mine — on the continent; I don't want him here. 
But I don't like those same flights, — leaving of ar- 
mies, etc., etc. I am sure when I fought for his bust at 
school, I did not think he would run away from himself. 
But I should not wonder if he banged them yet. Tr 
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be beat by men would be' something; but by three 
stupid, legitimate-old-dynasty boobies of regular-bred 
sovereigns — O-hone-a-rie ! — O-hone-e-rie ! It must be, 
as Cobbett says, his marriage with the thick-lipped and 
ihick-headed Aulricliienne brood. He had better have 
kept to her who was kept by Barra». I never knew any 
good come of your young wife, and legal espousals, to 
any but your * sober4>looded boy,' who ' eats fish' and 
drinketh 'no sack.' Had he not the whole opera? all 
Paris? all France? But a mistress is just as perplexing 
— that is, one — two or more are manageable by 
division. 

u I have begun, or had begun, a song, and flung it 
into the fire. It was in remembrance of Mary DuftV 
my first of flames; before most people begin to burn. 
I wonder what the devil is the matter with me ! I can 
do nothing, and — fortunately there is nothing to do. 
It has lately been in my power to make two persons 
(and their connexions) comfortable pro tempore^ and one 
happy ex tempore^ — I rejoice in the last particularly, as it 
is an excellent man.* I wish there had been more incon- 
venience and less gratifioatian to my self-love in it, for 
then there had been more merit. We are all selfish — 
and I believe, ye gods of Epicurus ! I believe in Hoche- 
foucault about men, and in Lucretius (not Busby's 
translation) about yourselves. Your bard has made you 
very nonchalant and blest ; but as he has excused us from 
damnation, I don't envy you your blessedness much — 
a little, to be sure. I remember, last year, * * said to 
me, at ^*, ' Have we not passed our last month like the 
gods of Lucretius?* And so we had. She is an adept 
in the text of the original (which 1 like too), and when 

' Evidently, Mr Hodgson. 
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that booby Bus. sent his translating prospectus, she 
subscribed. But the devil prompting him to add a 
specimen, she transmitted him a subsequent answer, 
saying, that, ' after perusing it, her conscience would 
not permit her to allow her name to remain on the list 
of subscrihblers.' «*»**#* 
Last night, at Lord H.'s— Mackintosh, the Ossulstones, 
Puysegur, etc., there— I was trying to recollect a quota- 
tion (a» i think) of StaeFs, from some Teutonic sophist 
about architecture. ' Architecture,* says this Macaronico 
Tedescho, ' reminds me of frozen music' It is some- 
where—but where? — the demon of perplexity must 
know and won't tell. I asked M., and he said it was 

not in her; but P r said it must be hers, it was 

so like. **»**» * 

H. laughed, as he does at all 'De I'Allemagne,' — in 
which, however, I think he goes a little too far. B., 1 
hear, contemns it too. But there are fme passages ; — 
and, after all, what is a work — any — or every work — 
but a desert with fountains, and, perhaps, a grove or 
two, every day's journey ? To be sure, in Madame, 
what we often mistake, and 'pant for,' as the 'coolin;; 
stream,' turns out to be the ^ mirage^ (critice, verbiage)-, 
but we do, at last, get to something like the temple o(' 
Jove Ammon, and then the waste we have passed is 
only remembered to gladden the contrast. 

a Called on C * *, to explain * * *, She is very 
beautiful, to my taste, at least; for on coming home 
from abroad, I recollect being unable to look at any 
woman but her— they were so fair, and unmeaning, and 
blonde. The darkness and regularity of her features- 
reminded me of my ' Jannat al Aden.' But this im- 
pression wore off; and now I can look at a fair woman. 
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without long^ing for a Houri. She was very good-tem- 
pered, and every thing was explained. 

« To day, great news — ' the Dutch have taken Hol- 
land,' — which, I suppose, will be succeeded by the actual 
explosion of the Thames. Five provinces have declared 
for young Stadt, and there will be inundation, con- 
flagration, constupration, consternation, and every sort 
of nation and nations, fighting away up to their knees, 
in the damnable quags of this will-o'-the-wisp abode of 
Boors. It is said Bernadotte is amongst them, too ; and, 
as Orange will be there soon, they will have (Crown) 
Prince Stork and King Log in their Loggery at the same 
time. Two to one on the new dynasty! 

u Mr Murray has offered me one thousand guineas 
for the ' Giaour' and the ' Bride of Abydos.' I won't — it 
is too much, though I am strongly tempted, merely for 
the say of it No bad price for a fortnight's (a week 
each) what? — the gods know — it was intended to be 
called Poetry. 

«I have dined regularly to-day, for the first time 
since Sunday last — this being Sabbath, too. All the 
rest, tea and dry biscuits — six per diem, I wish to God 
I had not dined now ! — It kills me with heaviness, 
stupor, and horrible dreams; — and yet it was but a pint 
of bucellas and fish.' Meat I never touch, — nor much 
vegetable diet. I wish I were in the country, to take 
exercise, — instead of being obliged to coo/ by abstinence, 
in lieu of it. I should not so much mind a little acces- 
sion of flesh, — my bones can well bear it. But the 
worst is, the devil always came with it, — till I starve 
him out, — and I will not be the slave of any appetite. 
If I do err, it shall be my heart, at least, that heralds the 

* He had ihis year so far departed from his strict plan of diet as to eat 
6sh occasionally. 
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way. Oh my head — how it aches ! — the horrors of di- 
gestion! I wonder how Buonaparte's dinner agrees 
with him ? 

a Mem. I must write to-morrowto ^Master Shallow, 
who owes me a thousand pounds/ and seems, in his letter, 
afraid I should ask him for it ;< — as if I would! — I don't 
want it (just now, at least), to heffm with; and though 
I have often wanted tliat sum, I never asked for the re- 
payment of £io in my life — from a friend. His hond 
is not due this year, and I told him, when it was, I 
should not enforce it. How often must he make me 
say the same thing? 

«I am wrong — I did once ask ***» to repay me. 
But it was under circumstances that excused me to him, 
and would to any one. I took no interest, nor required 
security. He paid me soon, — at least his padre. . My 
head ! I helieve it was given me to ache with. Good 

even. 

« Nov. a2d, i8i3. , 

u < Orange Boven !' So the bees have expelled the bear 
that broke open their hive. Well,— if we are to have 
new De Witts and De Ruyters, God speed the little re- 
public ! I should like to see the Hague and the village 
of Brock, where they have such primitive habits. Yet, 
I don't know, their canals would cut a poor figure by 
the memory of the Bosphorus ; and theZuyder Zee look 
awkwardly after ' Ak Degnity.' No matter— the bluff 
burghers, puffing freedom out of their short tobacco- 
pipes, might be worth seeing; though I prefer a cigar, 
or a hooka, with the rose-leaf mixed with the milder 

* We have here anotlier instance, in addition to the munificent aid af- 
forded to Mr Hodgson, of the generous readiness of the poet, notwith- 
standing his ourn limited means, to make the resources he possessed 
available for the assistance of his friends. 

' Left blank thus in the original. 
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herb of the Levant. I don't know what liberty means, 
— never having seen it, — but wealth is power all over 
the world ; and as a shilling performs the duty of a 
pound (besides sun and sky and beauty for nothing) in 
the East, — that is the country. How I envy Herodes 
Atticus ! — more than Pomponius. And yet a little tu~ 
muit^ now and then, is an agreeable quickener of sensa- 
tion ;— such as a revolution, a battle, or an aventure of 
any lively description. I think I rather would have been 
Bonneval, Ripperda, Alberoni^ Hayreddin, or Horuc 
Barbarossa, or even Wortley Montague, than Mahomet 
himself. 

« Rogers will be in town soon? — the aSd is fixed for 
our Middleton visit. Shall I go ? umph ! — In this island, 
where one can't ride out without overtaking the sea, it 
don't much matter where one goes. 

u I remember the effect of {tiejirst Edinburgh Review 
on me. I heard of it six weeks before, — read it the day 
of its denunciation, — dined and drank three bottles of 
claret (with S. B. Davies, I think), — neither ate nor slept 
the less, but, nevertheless, was not easy till I had vented 
my wrath and my rhyme, in the same pages, against 
every thing and every body. Like George, in the Vicar 
of Wakefiel J, ' the fate of my paradoxes ' would allow 
me to perceive no merit in another. I remembered only 
the maxim of my boxing-master, which, in my youth, 
was found useful in all general riots, — ' Whoever is not 
for you is'against you — mill away right and left,' — and 
so I did ; — like Isbmael, my hand was against all men, 
and all men's anent me. I did wonder, to be sure, at my 
own success — 

And marvels so moch wit is all his own, 
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as Hobhouse sarcastically says of somebody (not un- 
likely myself, as we are old friends);— but were it to 
come over ajrain, I would not I have since redde ' the 
cause of my couplets, and it is not adequate to the ef- 
fect. CV told me that it was believed I alluded to 
poor Lord Carlisle's nervous disorder in one of the 
lines. I thank Heaven I did not know it — and would 
not, could not, if I had. — I must naturally be the last 
person to be pointed on defects or maladies. 

a Rogers is silent, — and, it is said, sevete. When he 
does talk, he talks well; and, on all subjects of taste, 
his delicacy of expression is pure as his poetry. If you 
enter his house — his drawing-room — his library — you 
of yourself say, this is not the dwelling of a common 
mind. There is not a gem, a coin, a book thrown asido 
on his chimney-piece, his sofa, his table, that does not 
bespeak an almost fastidious elegance in the possessor. 
But this very delicacy must be the misery of his exist- 
ence. Oh the jarrings his disposition must have en- 
countered through life ! 

cc South ey, I have not seen much of. His appearance 
is Epic , and he is the only existing entire man of letters. 
All the others have some pursuit annexed to their au- 
thorship. His manners are mild, but not those of a man 
of the worlds and his talents of the first order. His prose 
is perfect. Of his poetry there are various opinions: 
there is, perhaps, too much of it for the present gene- 
ration ; posterity will probably select. He has passages 
equal to any thing. At present, he has a party ^ but no 
public — except for his prose writings. The Life of Nelson 
is beautiful. 

«** is a Litterateur^ the oracle of the Coteries, of 
the * * s, L* W* (Sydney Smith's 'Tory Virgin,') 

^ It was thus that he, in geoeral, spelled this word. 
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Mrs Wilmot (she, at least, is a swan, and mig^lit fre* 
qaent a parer stream). Lady B**, and all the Blues, with 
Lady C** at their head— but I say nothing of ter— 
*' look in her face and you forget them all,' and every 
thing else. Oh that face! — by ^te, Diva poteos Gypri,' 
I would, to be beloved by that woman, build and burn 
another Troy. 

a M**e has a peculiarity of talent, or rather talents, 
— poetry, music, voice, all his own ; and an expression 
in each, which never was, nor will be, possessed by 
another. But he is capable of still higher flights in 
poetry. By the by, what humour, what — every thing 
in the * Post-Bag !* There is nothing M**e may not do, 
if he will but seriously set about it. In society, he is 
gentlemanly, gentle^ and altogether more pleasing than 
any individual with whom I am acquainted. For his 
honour, principle, and independence, his conduct 
^Q * -« « ♦speaks *trumpet-tongued.' He has but 
one fault — and that one I daily regret — he is not here. 

« Nov. a3d. 
« Ward— I like Ward.' By Mahomet! I begin to 
think I like every body ; — a disposition not to be en* 
couraged ; — a sort of social gluttony, that swallows every 
thing set before it. But I like Ward. He is piquctnt; 
and, in my opinion, will stand very high in the Hous^^ 
and every where else— if he applies regularly. By the 
by, I dine with him to-morrow, which may have some 
influence on my opinion. It is as well not to trust one's 
gratitude after dinner. I have heard many a host li- 
belled by his guests, with his burgundy yet reeking on 
their rascally lips. 

> The present Lord Dudley. 
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(I I have taken Lord Salisbury's box at Govent^^arden 
for the season ; — and now I must go and prepare to 
join Lady Holland and party, in theirs^ at Drury-lane, 
questa sera, 

it Holland doesnH think the man 15 Junius; but that 
the yet unpublished journal throws great light on the 
obscurities of that part of George the Second's reign. — 
What is this to George the Third's? I don't know what 
to think. Why should Junius be yet dead ? If suddenly 
apoplexed, would he rest in his grave without sending 
his ffidiu^ov to shout in the ears of posterity, 'Junius 
was X. T. Z. Esq., buried in the parish of * * *. Repair 
his monument, ye churchwardens ! Print a new £di-> 
tiop of his Letters, ye booksellers!' Impossible, — the 
man must be alive, and will never die without the disr 
closure. I like him; — he was a good hater. 

tt Game home unwell and went to bed, — not so sleepy 
as might be desirable. 

« Tuesday morning, 
u I awoke from a dream — well ! and have not others 
dreamed? — Such a dream! — but she did not overtake 
me. I wish the dead would rest, however. Ugh ! how 
my blood chilled — and I could not wake — and— and — 
heigho ! 

Shadows to*niglit 
Have struck more terrpr to the soul of Richard, 
Than could the substance of ten thousand * *8, 
Arm'd all in proofs and led by shallow * *. 

I do not like this dream, — I hate its ^foregone conclu* 
sion.' And am I to be shaken by shadows? Ay, when 
thpy remind us of— no matter— but, if I dream thus 
again, I will try whether all sleep has the like visions, 
Si9ce I rose, I 've been in considerable bodily pain also ; 
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but it is gone, and now, like Lord Ogleby, I am wound 
up for the day. 

«A note from Mountnorris — 1 dine with Ward; — 
Canning is to be there, Frere, and Sharpe, — perhaps 
Gifford. I am to be one of 'the five' (or rather six), as 
Lady ** said a little sneeringly yesterday. They are 
all good to meet, particularly Canning, and — Ward, 
when he likes. I wish I may be well enough to listen 
to these intellectuals. 

u No letters to-day ; — so much the better, — there are 
no answers. I must not dream again; it spoils even 
reality. I will go out of doors, and see what the fog 
will do for me. Jackson has been here: the boxing 
world much as usual ; but the Club increases. I shall 
dine at Crib's to-morrow: — I like energy — even animal 
energy — of all kinds ; and I have need of both mental 
and corporeal. I have not dined out, nor, indeed^ at 
ally lately; have heard no music— have seen nobody. 
Now for a plunge — high life and low life. 'Amant allerna 
Camcenae !' 

«I have burnt my roman — as I did the first scenes 
and sketch of my comedy — and, for aught I see, the 
pleasure of burning is quite as great as that of printing. 
These two last would not have done. I ran into realities 
more than ever; and some would have been recognised 
and others guessed at. 

M Redde the Ruminator — a collection of Essays, by a 
strange, but able, old man (Sir E. B.) and a half-wild 
young one, author of a Poem on the Highlands, called 
* Childe Alarique.' The word * sensibility' (always my 
aversion) occurs a thousand times in these Essays; and, 
it seems, is to be an excuse for all kinds of discontent. 
This young man can know nothing of life ; and^ if he 
cherishes the disposition which runs through hispi^rs. 
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Avili become useless, — and, perhaps, not even a poet, 
after all, which he seems determined to be. God help 
him ! no one should be a rhymer who could he any 
thing better. And this is what annoys one, to see Scott 
and Moore, and Campbell and Rog^ers, who might have 
all been agents and leaders, now mere spectators. For, 
though they may have other ostensible avocations, these 
last are reduced to a secondary consideration. * ^, too, 
frittering away his time among dowagers and unmar- 
ried girls.' If it advanced any serious affair, it were some 
excuse; but, with the unmarried, that is a hazardous 
speculation, and tiresome enough, too ; and, with the 
veterans, it is not much worth trying, — unless, perhaps, 
one in a thousand. 

(( If I had any views in this country, they would pro- 
bably be parliamentary. But I have no ambition ; at 
least, if any, it would be ^ aut Caesar aut nihil.' My 
hopes are limited to the arrangement of my affairs, and 
settling either in Italy or the East (rather the last), and 
drinking deep of the languages and literature of both. 
Past events have unnerved me : and all I can now do is 
to make life an amusement, and look on, while others 
play. After all — ^even the highest game of crowns and 
sceptres, what is it? f^irfe Napoleon's last twelvemonth. 
It has completely upset my system of fatalism. I 
thought. If crushed, he would have fallen, when ^fractus 
illabatur orbis,' and not have been pared away to gra- 
dual insignificance ; — that all this was not a mere jeu of 
the gods, but a prelude to greater changes and mightier 
events. But Men never advance beyond a certain point ; 
— and here we are, retrograding to the dull, stupid, old 
system, — balance of Europe^— poising straws upon kings' 
noses, instead of wringing them off! Give me a re- 
public, or a despotism of one, rather than the mii:ed 
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gOTcminait of one, two, three. A icpoblic! — look in 
the hbtoiy of the Earth — Rome, Greece, Yenioe, France, 
Hofland, America, ovr diort (diea!) GomiDonwealth, 
and compare h with what they did Hnder masters. The 
Asiatics are not qoalified to be repoblicans, bnt they 
haVe the liberty of demididiing despots, — ^which is the 
next thing to it. To be the first man — ^not the Dictator 
— not the Sylla, hot the Washington or the Aristides — 
the leader in talent and troth — ^is next to the Divinity ! 
Franklin, Penn, and, next to these, either Brutus or 
Cassios — even Mii'abeau— or St Just. I shall never be 
any thing, or rather always be nothing. The most I 
can hope is, that some will say, ^ He might, perhaps, if 

he would.' 

« la, mldnigfat* 

tt Here are two confounded proofs from the printer. 
I have looked at the one, bnt, for the soul of me, I can't 
look over that ^ Giaour^ again, — at least, just now, and 
at this hour — and yet there is no moon. 

tt Ward talks of going to Holland, and we have partly 
discussed an ensemble expedition. It must be in ten 
days, if at all — if we wish to be in at the Revolution. 
And why not? * * is distant, and will be at * *, still 
more distant, till spring. No one else, except Augusta, 
cares for me — no ties — no trammels — andiamo diinqne 
— se tomiamo, bene-^se non^ cK importa? Old William 
of Orange talked of dying in ' the last ditch' of his dingy 
country. It is lucky I can swim, or I suppose I should 
not well weather the first. But let us see. I have heard 
hyaenas and jackalls in theruins of Asia ; and bull-frogs in 
the marshes, — besides wolves and angry Mussulmans. 
Now, I should like to listen to the shout of a free 
Dutchman. 

f(Alla! Viva! For ever! Hourra! Huzza! — which is 
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the most rational or musical of these cries? ^ Oranf!;e 
Boven,' according to the Morning Post. 

« Wednesday, 24^. 

u No dreams last night of the dead nor the living — so 
— I am * firm as the marble, founded as the rock'— till 
the next earthquake. 

a Ward's dinner went off well. There was not a dis- 
agreeable person there — unless / offended any body, 
which I am sure I could not by contradiction, for I said 
little, and opposed nothing. Sharpe (a man of elegant 
mind, and who has lived much with the best — Fox, 
Home Tooke, Windham, Fitzpatrick, and all the agita- 
tors of other times and tongues) told us the particulars 
of his last interview with Windham, a few days before 
the fatal operation, which sent 'that gallant spirit to 
aspire the skies.' Windham,— the first in one depart- 
ment of oratory and talent, whose only fault was his 
refinement beyond the intellect of half his 'hearers, — 
Windham, half his life an active participator in the 
events of the earth, and one of those who governed na- 
tions, — he regrettedy and dwelt much on that regret, 
that ' he had not entirely devoted himself to literature 
and science ! ! !' His mind certainly would have carried 
him to eminence there, as elsewhere; — but I cannot 
comprehend what debility of that mind could suggest 
such a wish. I, who have heard him, cannot regret 
any thing but that I shall never hear him again. What ! 
would he have been a plodder T a metaphysician? — 
perhaps a rhymer? a scribbler? Such an exchange must 
have been suggested by illness. But he is gone, and 
Time ' shall not look upon his like again.' 

a I am tremendously in arrear with my letters, — 
except to * *, and to her my thoughts overpower me, 
— mv words never compass them. To Lady Melbourne 

4. 
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I write with most pleasure — and her answers, so sen- 
sible , so tactique — ^I never met with half her talent. If 
she had been a few years younger, what a fool she would 
have made of me, had she thought it worth her while, 
*— and I should have lost a valuable and most ag^reeable 
friend, Mem. — a mistress never is nor can be a friend. 
While you agree, you are lovers; and, when it is over, 
any thing but friends. 

« I have not answered W. Scott's last letter, — but I 
will. I regret to hear from others that he has lately 
been unfortunate in pecuniary involvements. He is 
undoubtedly the Monarch of Parnassus, and the most 
English of bards. I should place Rogers next in the 
living list — ^I value him more as the last of the best 
school) — Moore and Campbell both thiixi — Southey and 
Wordsworth and Coleridge — the rest, ot voXkoi — thus : 



W. SOOTT. 



ROGERS. 



MOORE. — CAMPBELL. 



^SOUTHET. — WORDSWORTH.— COLERIDGE. 



THE BIANT. 
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There is a triangalar ' Gradus ad Parnassum '' — the 
names are too numerous for the base of the triangle. 
Poor Thurlow has Qoue wild about the poetry of Queen 
Besses reign — c'est dommage. I have ranked the names 
upon my triangle more upon what I believe popular 
opinion than any decided opinion of my own. For, to 
me, some of M**e's last Erin sparks — 'As a beam o'er 
the face of the waters' — ' When he who adores thee' — 
* Oh blame not' — and ' Oh breathe not his name'— are 
worth all the Epics that even were composed. 

« * * thinks the Quarterly will attack me next. Let 
them. I have been ' peppered so highly' in my time, 
both ways, that it must be cayenne or aloes* to make me 
taste. I can sincerely say that I am not very much alive 
now to criticism. But — in tracing this — I rather believe, 
that it proceeds from my not attaching that importance 
to authorship which many do, and which, when young, 
I did also. 'One gets tired of every Aing, my angel,' 
says Valmont. The ^angels' are the only things of which 
I am not a little sick — but I do think the preference of 
writers to agents — the mighty stir made about scribbling 
and scribes, by themselves and others—- a sign of effe- 
minacy, degeneracy, and weakness Who would write, 
who had any thing better to do? 'Action' — 'action' — 
'action'— said Demosthenes: 'Actions — actions,' I say, 
and not writing, — least of all, rhyme. Look at tlw* 
querulous and monotonous lives of the 'genus;' — ex- 
cept Orvantes, Tasso, Dante, Ariosto, Kleist (who were 
brave and active citizens), iEschylus, Sophocles, and 
some other of the antiques also — what a worthless, 
idle brood it is ! 

V ia» mezsa notte. 

uJust returned from dinner, with Jackson (the 
Emperor of Pugilism) and another of the selei^t, at 
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Crib's the champion's. I drank more than I like, and 
have brought away some three bottles of very fair claret 
— for I have no headache. We had Tom ** up after 
dinner 3 — very facetious, though somewhat prolix. He 
don't like his situation — wants to fight again — pray 
Pollux (or Castor, if he was the miller) he may 1 Tom 
has been a sailor — a coal-heaver — and some other 
genteel -profession, before he took to the cestus. Tom 
has been in action at sea, and is now only three-and- 
thrrty. A great man ! has a wife and a mistress, and 
conversations well — bating some sad omissions and 
misapplications of the aspirate. Tom is an old friend 
of mine; I 'have seen some of his best battles in my 
nonage. He is now a publican, and, I fear, a sinner; 
— for Mrs * * is on alimony^ and * *'s daughter lives 
with the champion. This * * told me, — Tom, having 
an opinion of my morals, passed her off as a legal 
spouse. Talking of her, he said ^ she was the truest cf 
women' — from which I immediately inferred she could 
not he his wife, and so it turned out. 

ft These panegyrics don't belong to matrimony; — 
for, if ^true,' a man don't think it necessary to say so ; 
and if not, the less he says the better. * * * * is the 
only man, except * * * *, I ever heard harangue upon 
his wife's virtue; and I listened to both with great 
credence and patience, and stuffed my handkerchief 
into my mouth, when I found yawning irresistible. — 
By the by, I am yawning now — so, good night to thee. 

« Thursday, 36th Nov. 

((Awoke a little feverish, but no headache — no dreams 

neither, thanks to stupor! Two letters, one from ****, 

the other from Lady Melbourne — both excellent in their 

"spective styles. ****'s contained also a very pretty 
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lyric on 'concealed griefs' — if not her own, yet very 
like her. Why did she not say that the stanzas were, 
or were not, of her composition? — I do not know whe- 
ther to wish them hers or not. I have no great esteem 
for poetical persons, particularFy women ; — they have 
so much of the ' ideal' in practics, as well as ethics. 

a I have been thinking lately a good deal of Mary 
DufF, etc. etc. etc. etc.* 

uLord Holland invited me to dinner to-day; but 
three days' dining would destroy me. So, without 
eating at all since yesterday, I went to my box at Co- 
vent-garden. 

ttSaw ** ** looking very pretty, though quite a dif- 
ferent style of bealfty from the oth^r two. She has the 
finest eyes in the world, out of which she pretends not 
to see, and the longest eyelashes I ever saw, since Leila's 
and Phannio's Moslem curtains of the light. She has 

much beauty, — ^just enough, — but is, I think, m4chante. 

******* 

«I have been pondering on the miseries of separation, 
that — oh how seldom we see those we love ! yet we live 
ages in moments, when met. The only thing that con- 
soles me during absence is the reflection that no mental 
or personal estrangement, from ennui or disagreement, 
can take place ; — and when people meet hereafter, even 
though many changes may have taken place in. the mean 
time, still— unless they are tired of each other — they are 
ready to re-unite, and do not blame each other for the 
circumstances that severed them. * * * * 

M Saturday, 27lh ( I believe — or rather am in doubt^ 
which is the ne plus ultra of mortal faith). 

«I have missed a day; and, as the Irishman said, or 

This passage has been already extracted. 
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Joe Miller says for him, ' have gained a loss,' or by the 
loss. Every thing is settled for Holland, and nothing 
but a cough, or a caprice of my fellow-traveller's, can 
stop us. Carriage ordered — funds prepared — aind, pro- 
bably, a gale of wind into the bargain. N'importe — I 
believe, with Clym o' the Clow, or Robin Hood, *By 
our Mary (dear name !), that art both Mother and May, 
I think it never was a man's lot to die before his day.' 
Heigh for Helvoetsluys, and so forth ! 

a To-night I went with young Henry Fox to see 
'Nourjahad' — a drama, which the Morning Post hath 
laid to my charge, but of which I cannot even guess the 
author. I wonder what they will next inflict upon me. 
They cannot well sink below a Melo-drama ; but that is 
better than a Satire (at least, a personal one), with which 
I stand truly arraigned,and in atonement of which I am 
resplved to bear silently all criticisms, abuses, and even 
praises for bad pantomimes never composed by me, — 
without even a contradictory aspect. I suppose the root 
of this report is my loan to the manager of my Turkish 
drawings for his dresses, to which he was more welcome 
than to my name. 1 suppose the real author will soon 
own it, as it has succeeded ; if not. Job be my model, and 
Lethe my beverage ! 

« **** has received the portrait safe ; and, in answer, 
the only remark she makes upon it is, ^indeed it is like' 
— and again, Mndeed it is like.' *** With her the like- 
ness ^covered a multitude of sins;' for I happen to know 
that this portrait was not a flatters, but dark and stern, 
— even black as the mood in which my mind was 
scorching last July, when I sate for it. All the others 
of me — like most portraits whatsoever — are, of course, 
more agreeable than nature. 

u Redde the Ed. Review of Rogers. He is ranked highly, 
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— but where he should be. There is a summary view 
of us all — Moore and me among the rest; and both (the 
first justly) praised — though, by implication (justly 
again), placed beneath our memorable friend. Mackin- 
tosh is the writer, and also of the critique on the Stael. 
His grand essay on Burke, I hear, is for the next number. 
But I know nothing of the Edinburgh, or of any other 
Review, but from rumour; and I have long ceased — 
indeed, I could not, in justice, Complain of any^ even 
though I were to rate poetry in general, and my rhymes 
in particular, more highly than I really do. To with- 
draw myself from my self {oh that cursed selfishness T) has 
ever been my sole, my entire, my sincere motive in 
scribbling at all ; and publishing is also the continuance 
of the same object, by the action it affords to the mind, 
which else recoils upon itself. If I valued fame, I should 
flatter received opinions, which have gathered strength 
by time, and will yet wear longer than any living 
works to the contrary. But, for the soul af me, I cannot 
and will not give the lie to my own liioughts and 
doubts, come what may. If I am a fool, h is, at least, 
a doubting one ; and I envy no one the certainty of his 
self-approved wisdom. 

« All are inclined to believe what they covet, from a 
lottery-ticket up to a passport to paradise, — in which, 
from description, I see nothing very tempting. My 
restlessness tells me I have something within that ' pas- 
seth show.' It is for Him, who made it, to prolong that 
spark of celestial fire which illuminates, yet burns, this 
frail tenement; but I see no such horror in a ^dreamless 
sleep,' and I have no conception of any existence which 
duration would not render tiresome. How else * fell 
the angels,' even according to your creed? They were 
immortal, heavenly, and happy as their Apostate Jbdiel 
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is now by his treachery. Time must decide; and eter- 
nity won't be the less agreeable or more horrible because 
one did not expect it. In the mean time, I am grateful 
for some good, and tolerably patient under certain evils 
— gr^ce k Dieu et mon bon temperament. 

« Sunday, 28th. 



« Monday, agth. 



« Tuesday, 3oih. 

« Two days missed in my log-book ;— hiatus hand 
deflendiis. They were as little worth recollection as the 
rest ; and, luckily, laziness or society prevented me from 
notching them. 

u Sunday, I dined with the Lord Holland in St JamesV 
scfuare. Large party — among tliem Sir S. Romilly and 
Lady Ry. — General Sir Somebody Bentham, a man at 
science and talent, I am told — Horner — the Horner, an 
Edinburgh reviewer, an excellent speaker in the * Ho- 
nourable House,' very pTeasing, too, and^ gentlemanly in 
company, as far as I have seen — Sharpe — Philips of 
Lancashire — Lord John Russell, and others, ^good men 
and true.' Hollamrs society is very good; you always 
see some one or other in it worth knowing. Stuffe<l 
myself with sturgeon, and exceeded in champagne and 
wine in general, but not to confusion of head. When I 
do dine, I gorge like an Arab or a Boa snake, on fish and 
vegetables, but no meat. I am always better, however, 
on my tea and biscuit than any other regimen^ — and 
even that sparingly. 

a Why does Lady H. always have that damned screen 
between the whole room and the fire? I, who bear cold 
no better than an antelope, and never yet found a sun 
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quite done to my taste, was absolutely petrified, and 
could not even shiver. All the rest, too, looked as li 
they were just unpacked, like salmon, from an ice- 
basket, and set down to table for that day only. When 
she retired, I watched their looks as I dismissed the 
screen, and every cheek thawed, and every nose red- 
dened with the anticipated glow. 

« Saturday, I went with Harry Fox to Nourjahad ; 
aud, I believe, convinced him, by incessant yawning, 
that it was not mine. I wish the precious author would 
own it, and release me from his fame. The dresses are 
pretty, but not in costume; — Mrs Home's, all but the 
turban, and the want of a small dagger (if she is a Sul- 
tana), perfect. I never saw a Turkish woman with a 
turban in my life — nor did any one else. The Sul- 
tanas have a small poniard at the waist. The dialogue 
is drowsy — the action heavy — the scenery fine — the 
actors tolerable. I can't say much for their seraglio — 
Teresa, Pliannio, or * * * * were worth them all. 

"Sunday, a very handsome note from Mackintosh, 
who i$ a rare instance of the union of very transcendent 
talent and great goo,d-nature. To-day (Tuesday) a very 
pretty billet from M. la Baronne de Stael Holstein. She 
is pleased to be much pleased with my mention of her 
and her last work in my notes. I spoke as I thought. 
Her works are my delight, and so is she herself, for — 
half an hour. I don't like her politics — at least, her 
having changed them ; had she been gualis ab incepto, 
it were nothing. But she is a woman by herself, and 
has done more than all the rest of them together, intel- 
lectually ; — she ought to have been a man. She flatters 
me very prettily in her note; — but I know it. The 
reason that adulation is not displeasing is, that, though 
untrue, it shows one to be of consequence enough, in 
VOL. ir. 5 
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one way or other, to induce people to lie, to make us 
their friend ; — that is their concern. 

a * * is, I hear, thriving on the repute of a pun (which 
was mine at Mackintosh's dinner some time hack), on 
Ward, who was asking; * how much it would take to re- 
whig him? I answered that, prohahly, he ^must first, 
before he was re-whigged^ be re-warded.'* This foolish 
quibble, before the Stael and Mackintosh and a number 
of conversationers, ha$ been mouthed about, and at last 
settled on the head of * *, where long may it remain ! 

u George* is returned from afloat to get a new ship. 
He looks thin, but better than I expected. I like George 
much more than most people like thmr heirs. He is a 
fm# fellow, and every inch a sailor. I would do any 
thing, but apostatize, to get him on in his profession. 

u Lewis called. It is a good and good-humoured man, 
but pestilently prolix and paradoxical and personal. If 
he would but talk half, and reduce his visits to an 
hour, he would add to his popularity. As an author, 
he is very good, and his vanity is ouverte, like Erskine's, 
and yet not offending. 

((Yesterday, a very pretty letter from Annabella,' 
which T answered. What an odd situation and friend- 
ship is ours! — without one spark of love on either side, 
and produced by circumstances which in general lead 
to coldness on one side, and aversion on the other. 
She is a very superior woman, and very little spoiled, 
which is strange in an heiress — a girl of twenty — a 
peeress that is to be, in her own right— an only child, 
and a savante^ who has always had her own way. She 
is a poetess — a mathematician — a metaphysician, and 
yet, withal, very kind, generous, and gentle, with very 

* His cousin, the present Lord Byron. 
'^ Miss MUb^M^ke, afterwards Lady Byroo. 
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little preteBsion. Any other head woald be turned widi 
half her acquisitions, and a tenth of her advantages. 

• Wednesday, December ist, i8i3. 

« To-day, responded to La Baronne de Stael Holstein, 
and sent to Leigh Hunt (an acquisition to n^y ac- 
quaintance — through Moore — of last summer) a copy of 
the two Turkish Tales. Hunt is an extraordinary cha* 
racter^ and not exactly of the present age. He reminds 
roe more of the Pym and Hampden times — much talent, 
great independence of spirit, and an austere, yet not 
repulsive, aspect. If he goes on quails ab incepto, I 
know few men who will deserve more praise or obtain 
it. I must go and see him again ; — the rapid succession 
of adventure since last summer, added to some serious 
uneasiness and business, have interrupted our ac- 
quaintance; but he is a man worth knowing; and 
though, for his own sake, I wish him out of prison, 
1 like to study character in such situations. He has 
been unshaken, and will continue so. I don't think him 
deeply versed in life; — he is the bigot of virtue (not 
religion), and enamoured of the beauty of that ^ empty 
name,' as the last breath of Brutus pronounced, and 
every day proves it. He is, perhaps, a little opinionated, 
as all men who are the centre of circles, wide or narrow 
—the Sir Oracles, in whose name two or three are 
gathered together — must be, and as even Johnson was; 
but, withal, a valuable man, and less vain than success 
and even the consciousness of preferring ^the right ta 
tfce expedient might excuse. 

tt To-morrow there is a party of purple at the 'blue' 
Miss***'8. Shall I go? um!- 1 don't much affect your 
blue-bottles ;— but one ought to be civil. There will 
be, < I guess now' (as the Americans say), the Staels and 
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Mackintoshes — good — the ***s and ***s — not so good 
— the * * *8, etc. etc.— -good for nothing. Perhaps that 
blue-winged Kashmirian butterfly of book-learning, 
Lady * * * *, will be there. I hope so ; it is a pleasure to 
look upon that most beautiful of faces. 

« Wrote to H. — he has been telling that I .' I am 

sure, at least, / did not mention it, and I wish he had 
not. He is a good fellow, and I obliged myself ten 
times more by being of use than 1 did him, — and there's 
an end on't. 

((Baldwin is boring me to present their King's Bench 
petition. I presented' Gartwright's last year; and Stan- 
hope and I stood against the whole House,* and 
mouthed it valiantly — and had some fun and a little 
abuse for our opposition. But 'I am not i' th' vein' for 
this business. Now, had * * been here, she would have 
made me do it. There is a woman, who, amid all her 
fascination, always urged a man to usefulness or glory. 
Had she remained, she had been my ti^telar genius, *** 

((Baldwin is very importunate — but, poor fellow, 'I 
can't get out, I can't get out — said the starling.' — Ah, I 
am as bad as that dog Sterne, who preferred whining 
over 'a dead ass to relieving a living mother' — villain 
— hypocrite — slave — sycophant!' but /.am no better. 
Here I cannot stimulate myself to a speech for the sake 
of these unfortunates; and three words and half a smile 
of * *, had she been here to urge it (and urge it she 
infallibly would — at least, she always pressed me on 
senatorial duties, and particularly in the cause of 
weakness), would have made me an advocate, if not an 

* Tvro or three words are here scratched out in the manuscript, but the 
import of the sentence evidently is, that Mr Hodgson (to whom the pas- 
sage refers) had been revealing to some friends the secret of Lord By- 
rpn's ^odness to him. 
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orator. Curse on Rochefoucault for being always 
rig^ht! In him a lie were virtue, — or, at least, a comfort 
to his headers. 

« George Byron has not called to-day ; I hope he wil I 
be an admiral, and, perhaps, Lord Byron into the bar- 
gain. If he would but marry, I would engage never to 
marry myself, or cut him out of the heirship. He 
would be happier, and I should like nephews better 
than sons. 

« I shall soon be six-and-twenty (January 2 2d, 18 14)- 
Is there any thing in the future that can possibly console 
us for not being aAwiLYs twenty -five ? 

Oh Gioventii ! 
Oh Primavera ! gioventii dell' anno. 
Oh Gioventu! primavera della vi|a. 



« Sunday, December 5th. 

tt Dallam's nephew (son to the American At|orney- 
general) is arrived in this country, and tells Dallas that 
my rhymes are very popular in the United States. 
These are the first tidings that have ever sounded like 
Fame to my ears — to be redde on the banks of the 
Ohio! The greatest pleasure I ever derived, of this 
kind, was from an extract, in Cooke the adores Life, 
from his Journal, stating that in the reading-room of 
Albany, near Washington, he perused English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers. To be popular in a rising and 
far country has a kind of posthumous feel, very different 
from the ephemeral dcldt and fete-ing, buzzing and 
party-iug compliments of the well-dressed multitude. 
I can safely say that, during my re/^i in the spring of 
1812, 1 regretted nothing but its duration of six weeks 
instead of a fortnight, and was heartily glad to resign. 
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uLast nigrht I supped with Lewis; — and, as usual , 
though I neither exceeded in solids nor fluids, have been 
half dead ever since. My stomach is entirely destroyed 
by long abstinence^ and thie rest will probably follow. 
Let it— I only wish the pain over. The 'leap in the 
dark' is the least to be .dreaded. 

«The Duke of * * called. I have told them forty 
times that, except to half-a-dozen old and specified 
acquaintances, I am invisible. His grace is a good^ 
iioble, ducal person ; but I am content to think so at a 
distance, and so — I was not at home. 

« Gait .called. — Mem. — to ask some one to speak to 
Raymond in favour of his play. We are old fellow- 
travellers, and^ with all his eccentricities, he has much 
strong; sense, experience of the world, and is, as far as 
I have seen^ a (jood-natured philosophical fellow. I 
showed him Sligo's letter on the reports of the Turkish 
girl's aventure at Athens soon after it happened. He and 
Lord f|olland, Lewis, and Moore, and Rogers, aod Lady 
Melbourne have seen it, Murray has a copy. I thought 
it had been unknown^ and wish it were; hut Sligo 
arrived only some days after, and the rumours are the 
subject of his letter. That I shall preserve, — it is as weU. 
Lewis and Gait were both horrified; and L. wondered I 
did not introduce the situation -into 'the Giaour.^ He 
may wonder; — he might wonder moVe at that produc- 
tion's being written at all. But to describe the fselings 
of that situation were impossible — it is icy even to re- 
collect them. 

«Tfae Eride of Abydos was published on Thursday 
the second of December ; but how it is liked or disliked, 
I know not. Whether it succeeds or not is no fault ot 
the public^ against whom I can have no complaint* 
But I am much more indebted to the tale than. I eaa 



A. b. i6i3. * LIFE OF LORD BYRON. to3 

ever be to t6e most partial reader; as it wrun^; my 
thoughts from reality to imagination — from selfish 
regrets to vivid recollections — and recalled me to a 
country replete with the brightest and darkest^ but al- 
ways most Hveiy colours of my memory. Sharpe called, 
but was not let in, — which I regp^et. 

wSaw ** yesterday. I have not kept my aj^oint- 
ment atMiddleton, which has not pleased him, perhaps ; 
and my projected voyage with * * will, perhaps, please 
him less. But I wish to keep well with both. They are 
instruments that do n't do in concert; but surely their se- 
parate tones are very musical, and I won't give up either^ 

« It is well if Ido.not jar between these great discords. 
At present^ I stand tolerably well with all, but I cannot 
adopt their dislikes} — so many sets, Holland's is the first ; 
— =-every thing^z5^m^u^ is welcome there, and certainly 
the ton of his society is the best. Then there is M**" de 
Stael's — there I never go, though.I might, had I courted 
,it. It is composed of the * *s and the * * family, with a 
strange sprinkling, — orators, dandies, and all kinds of 
Blue^ from the regular Grub-street uniform, down to the 
azure jacket of the Litterateur^ To see ** and * * sit- 
ting together, at dinner, alwaysreminds me of the grave, 
where all distinctions of friend and foe are levelled ; and 
they — the Reviewer and Reviewee — the Rhinoceroti and 
Elephant — the Mammoth and Megalonyx-^all will lie 
quietly together. They now sit together, as silent, but 

not so quiet, as if they were already immured. 

****** 

»I did not go to the Berrys' the other night. The 
elder is a woman of much talent, and both are hand- 
some, and must have been beautiful. To-night asked; 
to Lord H.'s,— shall I go? uml— perhaps* 
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« MorQiD{][, two o'clock. 
"Went to Lord H.'s — party numerous — milady in 

perfect g^ood humour, and consequently perfect. No one 
more a(jreeable, or perhaps so much so, when she will. 
Asked for Wednesday to dine and meet the Stael — asked 
particularly, I believe out of mischief, to see the first in- 
terview after the note^ with which Corinne professes 
herself to be so much taken. T don't much like it ; — she 
always talks of myself or /i^rBelf, and l am not (except in 
soliloquy, as now) much enamoured of either subject — 
especially one's Works. What the devil shall I say about 
'De FAllemagne?' I like it prodigiously; but unless I 
can twist my admiration into some fantastical expres- 
sion, she won't believe me ; and I know, by experience, 
1 shall be overwhelmed with fine things about rhyme, 
etc., etc. The lover, Mr**, was there to-night, and 
C * * said 'it was the only proof he had seen of her good 
taste.' Monsieur L'Amant is remarkably handsome; 
but / don't think more so than her book. 

« C * * looks well, — seemed pleased, and dressed to 
spiiicery. A blue coat becomes him, — so does his new 
wig. He really looked as if Apollo had sent him a 
birth -day suit, or a wedding-garment, and was witty and 
lively. * ** He abused Corinne's book, which I regret; 
because, firstly, he understands German, and is conse- 
quently a fair judge; and, secondly, he \% first-rate^ and, 
consequently, the best of judges. I reverence and ad- 
mire him ; but I won't give up my opinion — why should 
I ? I read /ler again and again, and there can be no af- 
fectation in this. I cannot be mistaken (except in taste) 
in a book I read and lay clown, and take up again ; and 
no book can be totally bad, which finds one^ even one 
reader, who can say as much sincerely. 

uG. talks of lecturing next spring; his last lectures 
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were eminently successful. Moore thoug^ht of it, but 
gave it up, — I don't know why. * * had been prating 
dignity to him, and such stuff; as if a man disgraced 
himself by instructing and pleasing at the same time. 

« Introduced to Marquis Buckingham — saw Lord 
Gower — he is going to Holland;— Sir J. and Lady 
Mackintosh and Horner, G. Lamb, with I know not 
how many (R. Wellesley one — a clever man) grouped 
about the room. Little Henry Fox, a very fine boy, and 
very promising in mind and manner, — he went away to 
bed "before 1 had time to talk to him. lam sure I had 
rather hear him than all the savans. 

« Monday, December 6th. 

« Murray tells me thai C r asked hina why the 

thing was called the Bride of Abydos? It is a cursed 
awkward question, being unanswerable. She is not a 
bridcj only about to be one; but for, etc., etc., etc. 

(( I don't wonder at his finding out the Bull; but the 
detection * * * is too late to do any good. I was a great 
fool to m§ke it, and am ashamed of not being an Irish- 
man. * * * * * 

« C 1 last night seemed a little nettled at some- 
thing or other— I know not what. We were standing in 
the ante*saloon, when Lord H. brought outt)f the other 
Eoom a vessel of some composition similar to that which 
is used in catholic churches, and, seeing us, he exclaim- 
ed, ' Here is some incense for you.' C 1 answered — 

* Carry it to Lord Byron — he is used lo itJ* * * * 

a Now, this comes of ' bearing no brother near the 
throne.' I, who have no throne, nor wish to have one now 
— whatever I may have done — am at perfect peace with 
all the poetical fraternky;— or, at least, if 1 dislike any, 
it 1$ not poetically y but personally. Surely the field of 
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thought is infinite;— what does it signify who is before 
or behind in a race where'there is no goal? The temple 
of Fame is like that of the Persians, the Universe ; — our 
altar, the tops of mountains. I should be equally con* 
tent with Mount Caucasus- or Mount Anything; and 
those who like it may have Mont Blanc or Chimborazo^ 
without my envy of their elevation. 

a I think I may now speak thus ; for i have just pub* 
fished a Poem, and am quite ignorant whether it is 
tlkefy to be liked or not. I have hitherto heard little in 
its commendation, and no one can downright abuse'it to 
one's face, except in print. It can't be good, or I should 
not have stumbled over thethreshold, and blundered in 
my very title. But I begun it with my heart full of ** % 
and my head of orientalities (I can't call them isms\ and 
wrote on rapidly, * * * * 

« This journal is a relief. When I am tired — as l ge- 
nerally am — out comes this, and dawn goes every thing. 
But I can't read it over ; — and God knows what contra- 
dictions it may contain. • If I am sincere with myself 
(but I fear one lies more to one's self than to any one 
else), every- page should confute, refute, and utterly ab- 
jure its predecessor. 

« Another scribble fi*bm Martin Baldwin the peti- 
tioner: I hkve neidier head nor nerves to present it. 
That confounded supper at Lewis's has spoiled my di* 
gestien and my phihmthropy. I have no more charity 
than a cruet of vinegar. Would I were an ostrich and 
dieted on fire-irons, — or any thing that. my gizzard 
could get the better of. 

« To-day saw W. His uncle is dying, and W. don't 
much affect our Dutch determinations. I dine with him 
on Thursday, provided roncle is not dined upon, or pe- 
remptorily bespoke by the posthumous epicures, before 
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that day. I wisb he may recover-»-not for our dinner's 
sake, but to disappoint the undertaker, and the rascally 
reptiles that may well wait, since they will dine at last. 

u Gell called — he of Troy — after I was out. Mem.— « 
to return his visit. But my Mems. are the very land-* 
marks of forg;etfulness ; — something like a lighthouse, 
with a ship wrecked under the nose of its lantern. I ne- 
ver look at a Mem. without seeing that I have remember- 
ed to forget. Mem. — I have forgotten to pay Pitt's taxes, 
and suppose I ^hall be surcharged. 'An I do not turn 
rebel when thou art king' — oons! I believe my very 
biscuit is leavened with that Impostor's imposts. 

«L^ M*. returns from Jersey's to-morrow;— I must 
call. A Mr Thomson has sent a song, which I must ap« 
plaud. I hate annoying them with censure or silence; 
— and yet I hate lettering, 

a Saw Lord Glenbervie and his Prospectus, at Mur- 
ray's, of a new Treatise on Timber. Now here is a ma a 
mofte useful than all the historians and rhymers ever 
planted. For by preserving our woods and forests^ he 
furnishes materials for ail the history of Britain worth 
reading, and all the odes worth nothing. 

aHedde a good deal, but desultorily. My head is 
crammed with the most useless lumber. It is odd that 
^hen I do read, I can only bear the chicken broth of 
— any thing but Novels. It is many a year since I have 
looked into one (though they are sometimes ordered, 
by way of experiment, but never taken) till I looked 
yesterday at the worst |>arts of the Monk. These de- 
scriptions ought to have been written by Tiberius atCa- 
prea — they are forced — the philtred ideAs of a jaded vo- 
luptuary. It is to me inconceivable how they could 
have been composed by a man of only twenty — his age 
when he wrote them. They have no nature— all the 
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sour cream ot cantharides. I should have suspected 
Buffon of 'writing tliem on the deathbed of his detestable 
dotage. I had never redde this edition, and merely 
looked at them from curiosity and recollection of the 
noise they made, and the name they have left to Lewis. 
But they could do no harm, except •* * * 

u Galled this evening on my agent — my business as 
usual. Our strange adventures are the only inheri- 
tances of bur family that have not diminished. * * * * 

mI shall now smoke two cigars, and get me to bed. 
The cigars don't keep well here. They get as old as a 
donna di quaranti anni in the sun of Africa. The Ha- 
vannah are the best; — but neither are so pleasant as a 
hooka or chibouque. The Turkish tobacco is mild, and 
their horses entire — two things as they should be. I am 
so far obliged to this Journal, that it preserves me from 
verse, r- at least from keeping it. I have just thrown a 
Poem into the fire (which it has relighted to my great 
comfort), and have smoked out of my head the plan of 
another. I wish I could as easily get rid of thinking, 
or, at least, the confusion of thought. 

« Tuesday, December 7. 

a Went to bed, and slept dreamlessly,but not refresh- 
ingly. Awoke, and up an hour before being called ; 
but dawdled three hours in dressing. When one sub- 
tracts from life infancy (which is vegetation), — sleep, 
eating, and swilling — buttoning and unbuttoning — 
how much remains of downright* existence? The sum- 
mer of a dormouse. * * * 

((Redde the papers .and tea-ed and soda-watered, and 
found out that the fire was badly lighted. L' Glen- 
bervie wants me to go to Brighton — um ! 

« This morning, a very pretty billet from the Stael 
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about meeting her at L"^ H.'s to-morrow. She has 
written, I dare say, twenty such this morning to dif- 
ferent people, all equally flattering to each. So much 
the better for her and those who believe all she wishes 
them, or they wish to believe. She has l)een pleased to 
be pleased with my slight eulogy in the note annexed 
to the ' Bride.' This is to be accounted for in several 
ways : — firstly, all women like all, or any, praise ; se- 
condly, this was unexpected, because J have never 
courted her; and thirdly, as Scrub says, those who have 
been all their lives regularly praised by regular critics, 
like a little variety, and are glad when any one goes 
out of his way to say a civil thing ; and fourthly, she is 
a very good-natured creature, which is the best reason, 
after all, and perhaps the only one. 

u A knock— knocks single and double. Bland called. 
He says Dutchsociety (he has been in Holland) is second- 
hand French ; but the women are like women every 
where else. This is a bore; I should like to see them 
alittle unlike; but that can't be expected. 

« Went out — came home — this, that, and the other — 
and ^ all js vanity, saith the preacher,' and so say I, as 
part of his congregation. Talking of vanity — whose 
praise do I prefer? Why, Mrs Inchbald's, and that of 
the Americans. The first, because her * Simple Story' 
and 'Nature and Art' are, to me, true to their titles; and, 
consequently, her short note to Bogers abdut the 
'Giaour' delighted me more than any thing, except the 
Edinburgh Bevfew. I like the Americans, because / 
happened to be in ^5ia, while the English Bards and 
Scotch Be viewers were redde in America. If I could 
have had a speech against the Slave Trade,, in Africa^ 
and an Epitaph on a Dog, in Europe^ (i. e. in the. 
Morning Post), my vertex sublimis would certainly have 
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displaced stars enoug^h to Overthrow the Newtonian 
system. 

« Friday, December loth, i8i3. 

« I am ennuyd beyond my usual tense of that yawn- 
ing verb, which I am always conjug^ating ; and 1- don't 
find that society much mends the matter. I am too 
lazy to shoot myself — and it would annoy Augusta, and 
perhaps ** ; but it would be a good thing for George, 
on the other side, and no bad one for me; but I won't 
be tempted. 

« I have had the kindest letter from M * * e. 1 do 
think that man is the best-hearted, the only hearted 
being I ever encountered^ and then, his talents are 
-equal to his feelings. 

« Dined on Wednesdiy at Lord H.'s — the Staffords, 
Staels, Cowpers, Ossulstones, Melbournes, Mackin- 
toshes, etc., etc. — and was introduced to the Marquis 
and Marchioness of Stafford, — an unexpected event. 
My quarrel with Lord Carlisle (tlieir or his brother-in 
law) having rendered it improper, I suppose, brought 
it about. But if it was to' happen at all, I wonder it 
did not occur before. She is handsome, and must have 
been beaiatiful — and her manners are princessly. * * * 

a The Stael was at the other end of the table, and less 
loquacious than heretofore. We are now very good 
friends; though she asked Lady Melbourne whether I 
had really any bonliommie. She might as well have 
asked that question before she told C. L, 'c'est un de- 
mon.' True enough, but rather premature, for she 
roulil not Lave found it out, and so — she wants me to 
dine there next Sunday. 

• Murray prospers, as far as circulation. For my 
part, I adhere (in liking) to my Fragment. It is no 
wonder that I wrote one— my mind is a ftragmeiU. 
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u Saw Loi<d Gower, Tierney, etc., in the square. Took 
leave of Lord Gr. who is ^oing[ to Holland and Ger- 
many. He tells me, that he carries with him a parcel 
of 'Harolds' and 'Giaours,' etc., for the readers of Ber- 
lin, who, it seems, read English, and have taken a 
caprice for mine. Urn !— have I heen German all this 
time, when I thought mysdfori^nto/? * * * 

a Lent Tierney my hox for to-morrow ; and noceived 
a new Comedy, sent by Lady C. A. — but net hers, I 
must read it and endeavour not to displease the author. 
I hate annoying them with cavil ; but a comedy I take 
to be the most difficult of compositions, more so than 
tragedy. 

« G — t says ther€ is a cmncidence between the firs( 
part of 'the Bride' awl some story of his — whether 
published or not, I know not, niever having seen it. 
He is almost the last person on whom any one would 
commt literary larceny, and I am not conscious of any 
witting thefts on any of the genus. As to originality, 
all pretensions are ludicrous, — 'there is nothing new 
under the sun.' 

ttWent laM night to the play. * * * * Invited out 
to a party, but did not go ; — right. Refused to go to 
Lady * *'8 on Monday: — right again. If I must fritter 
away my life, I would rather do it alone. I was much 
tempted; — C * * look'ed so Turkish with her red tur- 
ban, and her regular darik and clear featur^s^ Not that 
she and / ever were, or could be, any thing.; but I love 
any aspect that reminds me pf the ' childr^p of tbe.sixn." 

u To dine to-day with Bogjers and Sharpe, foj which 
I have some appetite^ not having tasted food for the pre- 
ceding forty-eight hp,ars. I wish I could leave off 
mating altogether. 
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« Saturday, December 1 1 . 
« Sunday, December la. 

« By G— t's answer, I find it is some story in real lifc9 
and not any work with whicli my late composition 
coincides. It is still more singular, for mine is drawn 
from existence also. 

(f I have sent an excuse to M. de Stael. I do not feel 
sociable enough for dinner to-day; — and I will not go 
to Sheridan's on Wednesday. Not that I do not admire 
and prefer his unequalled conversation ; but — that ' buf 
must only be intelligible to thoughts I cannot write. 
Sheridan was in good talk at Rogers's the other night, 
but I only staid till nine. All the world are to be at the 
Stael's to-night, and I am not sorry to escape any part 
of it. I only go out to get me a fresh appetite for being 
alone. Went out — did not go to the Stael's, but to L** 
Holland's. Party numerous — conversation general. 
Staid late — made a blunder — got over it — came home 
and went to bed, not having eaten. Rather empty, but 
fresco^ which is the great point with me. 

« Monday, December i3, i8i3. 

u Called at three places — read, and got ready to leave 
town to-morrow. Murray has had a letter from his 
brother Bibliopole of Edinburgh, who says ' he is lucky 
in having such a poef — something as if one was a pack- 
horse, or ^ass or any thing that is his:' or, like Mrs 
Packwood, who replied to some inquiry after the Odes 
on Razors, * Laws, Sir, we keeps a Poet.' The same il- 
lustrious Edinburgh bookseller once sent an order for 
books, poesy, and cookery, with this agreeable post- 
script — 'The Harold and Cookery are much wanted.' 
Such is fame, and, after all, quite as good as any other . 
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'life in others' breath.' Tis much the same to divide 
purchasers with Hannah Glasse or Hannah More. 

a Some editor of som^ Magazine has announced to 
Murray his intention of abusing the thing ^without 
reading it J So much the better; if he redde it first, he 
would abuse it more. 

u Allen (Lord Holland's Allen — the best informed 
and one of the ablest men I know — a perfect Maglia*- 
becchi — a devourer, a Helluo of books, and an observer 
of men) has lent me a quantity of Burns's unpublished, 
and never-to-be published, Letters. They are full of 
oaths and obscene songs. What an antithetical mimf ! 
— tenderness, roughness — delicacy, coarseness — ^nti- 
ment, sensuality — soaring and grovelling, dirt and 
deity — all mixed up in that one compound of inspired 
clay! 

«It seems strange; a true voluptuary will never 
abandon his /ti'ind to the grossness of reality. It is by 
exalting the earthly, the material, the physique of our 
pleasures, by veiling these ideas, by forgetting them 
altogether, or, at least, never naming them hardly to 
one's self, that we alone can prevent them from drs» 
gusting. 

« December i4, i5, i6. 
aMuch done, but nothing to record. It is quite 
enough to set down my thoughts, — my actions will 
rarely bear retrospection. 

« December 17, 18. 

a Lord Holland told me a curious piece of sentimen- 
tality in Sheridan.' The other night we were all de- 

* This passage of the Jomrdal has already appeared in my Life 6f 
Sheridaa. 

5. 
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livering our respective and various opinions on him 
and other hommes marquans^ and mine was this ; 'What- 
ever Sheridan has done or chosen to do has been, par 
excellence, always the best of its kind. He has written 
ihe best comedy (School for Scandal), the best drama 
(in my mind, far before that St Giles's lampoon, the 
Beggar's Opera), the best farce (the Critic— it is only 
too gr:od for a farce), and the best Address (Monologue 
on Garrick}, and, to crown ail, delivered the very best 
Oration (the famous Begum Speech) ever conceived or 
heard in this country.' Somebody told S. this the next 
day, and on hearing it^ he burst into tears ! 

« Poor Brinsley! if they were tears of pleasure, I 
would rather have said tliese few, but most sincere, 
words, than have written the Iliad or made his own ce- 
lebrated Philippic. Nay, his own comedy never grati- 
fied me more than to hear that he had derived a mo- 
ment's gratification from any praise of mine, humble 
as it must appear to 'my elders and my betters.' 

«Went to my box at Coven t-garden to-night; and 
my delicacy felt a little shocked at seeing S * * * 's mis- 
tress (who, to my certain knowledge, was actually edu- 
cated, from her birth, for her profession) sitting with 

her mother, 'a three-piled b d, b d-Major to the 

army,' in a private box opposite. I felt rather indig- 
nant ; but, casting my eyes round the house, in the next 
box to me, and the next, and the next, were the most 
distinguished old and young Babylonians of quality; — 
so I burst out a laughing. It was really odd; Lady** 
divorced — Lady ** and her daughter, Lady **, both 
divorceable — Mrs **,' in the next, the Ukey and still 
nearer ******* What an assemblage to me, who 
know all their histories. It was as if the house had 

< These names are a!l left blank in the origipal. 
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been divided between your public and your understood 
courtesans; — but the Intrig^uantes much outnumbered 
the regfular mercenaries. On the other side were only 
Pauline and her mother, and, next box to her, three of 
inferior note. Now, where lay the difference between 
her and mamma^ and Lady * * and daug;hter ? except tha* 
the two last may enter Carleton and any other house, and 

the two first are limited to the opera and b h6use. 

How I do delig;ht in observing life as it really is ! — and 
myself, aft^ all, the worst of any. But, no matter — I 
must avoid egotism, which, just now, would be no va- 
nity. 

u I have lately written a wiM, rambling, unfinished 
rhapsody, called ' The Devil's Drive,'* the notion of 
which I took from Porson's ' Devil's Walk.' 

u Redde some Italian, and wrote two Sonnets on 
* * *. I never wrote but one sonnet before, and that 
was not in earnest, and many years ago, as an exercise 

* Of this strange, wild Poem, which extends to about aSo lines, the 
only copy that Lord Byron, I believe, ever wrote, he presented to Lord 
Holland. Though widi a good deal of vigour and imagination, it is, for 
the most pare, rather clumsily executed, wanting the point and conden- 
sation of those clever verses of Mr Coleridge which Lord Byron, adopt- 
ing a notion long prevalent, has attributed to Professor Porson. ' There 
are, however, some of the stanzas of « The Devil's Drive » well worth 
preserving. 

1. 
The Devil retnrn'd to hell by two, 
And he staid at home till five ; 
M hen he dined on some homicides done in ragout. 

And a rebel or so in an Irish stew. 
And sausages made of a self-slain Jew, 
And belhoughi himself what next to do, 
« And,* quoth he, « I'll take a drive. 
1 walk'd in the morning, 1 '11 ride to-night ; 
In darkness my children take most delight, 
And 1 'II see how roy fiivourites thrive. 
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— and I will never write another. They are the ni'^st 
pulingp, petrifyingf, stupidly platonic compositions. I 
detest the Petrarch so ranch,' that I would not he the 
man even to have obtained his Laura, which the meta* 
physical, whining dotard never could. 



1. 

m And what shall I ride ia?»^ quoth Laeifer, then — 

« If I follow'd my tasre, indeed, 
I shoald moant in a waggon of wounded weit^ 

And smile to sec then bleed. 
But these will be furnish'd again and again, 

And at present my purpose is speed, 
To see my manor as much as I may, 
And watch that no souls shall be poach'd away. 

3. 
« I have a state-coach at C ■ House, 

A chariot in Seymour-place ; 
But they 're lent to two friends, who make me amends 

By driving my favourite pace : 
And they handle their reios with such a grace^ 
1 have something for both at the end of their race. 

4. 

• So now for the earth to take my chance.* 

Then up to the earth sprung he ; 
And, makiog a jump from Moscow to France, 

He step(>'d across the sea, 
And rested his hoof on a turnpike road. 
No very great way from a bishop's abode. 

5. 
But first as he flew, I forgof to say. 
That he hover'd a moment upon his way 

To look upon Leipsic plain ; 
And so sweet to his eye was its snlphary glare. 
And so soft to his ear was the cry of despair, 

That he perch'd on a mooalain of dain ; 

■ lie learned to think more reverently of « the Peirardt » afterwards. 
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tt Janaary 16, »8i4> 

* « . # # ♦ # 

a To-morrow I leave town for a few days. I saw Lewis 
to-day, who is jusC returned from Oatiaads^ where he 
has been squabbling^ with Mad. de Stael about himself, 
Clarissa Harlowe, Mackintosh, and me. My homage 

And he gazed vrith delighc from its growing height. 
Nor often on earth had he seen snch a Mght». 

Nor his work done half as well : 
For ihe field ran so red with the blood of the dead. 

That it blush'd like the waves of Heltl 
Then loudlyy and wUdly, and long Uogh'd he : 
« Methinks they have here little need of m« / • 



But the softest note that soothed his ear 

Was the sound of a widow sighing;; 
And the sweetest sight was the icy tear, 
Which Horror froze in the blue eye clear 

Of a maid by her lover lying — 
As round her fell her long fair hair ; 
And she look'd to Heaven with that frenzied air 
Which seem'd to ask if a God were there ! 
And, stretch'd by the wall of a ruind hut, 
With its hollow cheek, and eyes half shnt, 

A child of famine dying : 
And the carnage begun, when resistance is done. 

And the fall of the vainly flying ! 



10. 

But the Devil has reach'd oar clifh «• white — 

And what did he there, I pray? 
If his eyes were good, ke but saw by night 

What we-see every day ; 
But he made a tour, and kept a joaraal 
Of all the wondrous sights nocturnal, 
And he sold it in shares to the Men of the Mow^ 
Who bid pretty well — bat they chetOed faint^ though ! 
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has never been paid in that quarter, or we would 
have ag^reed stiH worse. I don't talk— I can't flatter, 

II. • • 

The Devil first saw, as he thought, the Mail, 

Its coachman and his coat ; 
So instead of a pistol he cock'dhis tail. 

And seized him by the throat : 
« Aha, » quoth he, « what have we here ? 
. 'T is a new barouche, and an ancient peer!* 

12. 

So he set him on his box again, 

And bade him have no fear, 
But be true to his club, and stanch to Ins rein. 

His brothel, and bis beer; 
« Next to seeing a lord at the council board, 

I would rather see him here.* 

17. 
The Devil gat next to Westminster, 

Aivl he turn'd to ■[the room » of the Commons; 
But he heard, as he purposed to enter in there. 

That « the Lords » had received a summons ; 
And he thought, as a • quondam Aristo(ftat,» 
He might peep at the peers, though to hear them were flat; 
And he walk'd up the house so like one of our own, 
That they say that he stood preity near the throne. # 

18. 
He saw the Lord L — — — 1 seemingly wise, 

The Lord W — — ^d, certainly silly, 
And Johnny of Norfolk — a man of some size — 

And Chatham, so like his fri«nd Billy : 
And he saw the tears in £— a's eyes 
Because the Catholics would not rise, 
lu spite of his prayers and his prophecies ; 
And he heard — ^which set Satan himself a staring — 
A certain Chief Justice say something like swearing, 
And the Devil was shock'd — and quoth he, «I must go. 
For I find we have much better manners below. 
If thus he harangues when he passes my border, 
I shall hint to friend Moloch to call him to order. • 
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and won't listen, except to a pretty or a foolish woman. 
She bored Lewis with praises of himself till he sickened 
— found out that Clarissa was perfection, and Mackin- 
tosh the first man in England. There I agree ; at least, 
one of the first — but Lewis did not. As to Clarissa, I 
leave to those who can read it to 'judge and dispute. I 
could not do the one, and am, consequently, not qua- 
lified for the other. She told Lewis wisely, he being 
my friend, that I was affected, in the first place, and 
that^ in the next place, I committed the heinous offence 
of sitting at dinner with my eyes shut, or half shut. 
* *• * I wonder if I really have this trick. I must cure 
myself of it, if true. One insensibly acquires awkward 
habits, which should be broken in time. If this is one, 
I wish I had been told of it before. It would not so 
much signify if one was always to be checkmated by a 
plain woman, but one may as well see some of one's 
neighbours, as well as the plate upon the table. 

u I should like, of all things, to have heard the Ama- 
bsean eclogue between her and Lewis — both obstinate, 
clever, odd, garrulous, and shrill. In fact, one could 
have heard nothing else. But they fell out, alas! — and 
now they will never quarrel again. Could not one 
reconcile them for the 'nonce? Poor Corinne— she 
will find that some of her fine sayings won't suit our 
fine ladies and gentlemen. 

a I am getting rather into admiration of* *, the 
youngest sister of * *. A wife wpuld be my salvation. 
I am sure the wives of my acquaintances have hitherto 
done me little good. * * is beautiful, but very young, 
and, I think, a fool. But I have not seen enough to 
judge ; besides, I hate an esprit in petticoats. That she 
won't love me is very probable, nor shall I love her.* 
But, on my system, and the modern system in general, 
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that don't sifpiify. The business (if it came Co business) 
would probably be arrang^ed between papa and me. She 
would have her own way ; I am good-humoured to 
women, and docH^; and, if I did not fall in love with 
her, which I should try to prevent, we should be a very 
comfortable couple. As to conduct, that she must look 
to. * * * * * But {/ 1 love, I shall be jealous; — 
and for that reason I will not be in love. Though, after 
all, I doubt my temper, and fear I should pot be so pa- 
tient as becomes the biens^ance of a married man in my 
station. ***** Divorce ruins the poor femme^ 
and damages are a paltry compensation. I do fear .my 
temper would lead me into some of our oriental tricks 
of vengeance, or, at any rate, into a summary appeal 
to the court of twelve paces. So ' I '11 none on V but 
e'en remain single and solitary:— though I should 
like to* have somebody, now and then, to yawn with 
one. 

tt W. and, after him, * % has stolen one of my 
buffooneries about Mde de Stacl's Metaphysics and the 
Fog, and passed it, by speech and letter, as their own. 
As Gibbet says, 'they are the- most of a gentleman of 
any on the road.' W. is in sad enmity with the Whijjs 
^bottt this Review of Fox (if he did review him) ; — all 
the epigrammatists and essayists are at him. I hate 
odds^ and wish he may beat them. As for me, by the 
blessing of indifference, I have simplified my politics 
into an utter detestation of all existing governments ; 
and, as it is the shortest and m^ost agreeable and sum- 
mary feeling imaginable, the first moment of ah uni- 
versal republic would convert me into an advocate for 
single and uncontradicted despotism. The fact is, riches, 
are power, and poverty is davery, all over the earthy 
and one sort of establishment is no better, nor worse^ 
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for a people than another. I shall adhere to my party, 
because it would not be honourable to act otherwise ; 
but, as to opinions, I donH think politics worth an opinion. 
Conduct is another thing : — if you begin with a party, 
go on with them. I have no consistency, except in po- 
litics; and that probably arises from my indifference 
on the subject altogether. » 

I must here be permitted to interrupt, for a while, the 
progress of this Journal, — which extends through some 
months of the succeeding year, — for the purpose of no- 
ticing, without infringement of chronological order, 
such parts of the poefs literary history and corre- 
spondence as belong properly to the date of the year 
i8i3. 

At the beginning, as we have seen, of the month of 
December, the Bride of Abydos was published, — having 
been struck off, like its predecessor, the Giaour, in one 
of those paroxysms of passion and imagination, which 
adventures such as the poet was now engaged in were, 
in a temperament like his, calculated to excite. As the 
mathematician of old required but a spot to stand upon, 
to be able, as he boasted, to move the world, so a Certain 
degree of foundation in fact seemed necessary to Byron, 
before that lever which he knew how to apply to the 
world oi the passions could be wielded by him. So 
small, however, was, in many instances, the connexion 
with reality which satisfied him, that to aim at tracing 
through his stories these hnks with his own fate and 
fortunes, which were, after all, perhaps, visible but to 
his own fancy, would be a task as uncertain as unsafe; 
— and this remark applies not only to the Bride of 
Abydos, but to the Corsair, Lara, and all the other 
beautiful fictions that followed, in which, though the 
yoim II. 6 
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emotioQs expressed by the poet may be, in general, 
regarded as vivid recollections of what had, at different 
times, agitated his own bosom, there are but little 
grounds, — however he might himself, occasionally, 
encourage such a supposition,-^for connecting him 
personally with the groundwork or incident of the 
stories. 

While yet uncertain about the fate of his own new 
poem, the foik>wing observations on the work of an 
ingenious follower in the same track were written. 

LETTER CXLIII. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« December 4th9 i8i3. 
u I have redde through your Persian Tales,' and have 
taken the liberty of making some remarks on the blank 
pages. There are many beautiful passages, and an 
interesting story; and I cannot give you a stronger 
proof that such is my opinion than by the date of the 
hour — two o^clocky till which it has kept me awake without 
a yawn. The conclusion is not quite correct in costume: 
there is no Mussulman suicide on record — at least for 
love. But this matters not. The tale must have been 
written by some one who has been on the spot, and I 
wish him^ and be deserves^ success. Will you apologise 
to the author lor the liberties I have taken with his 
MS. 7 Had I been less awake to, and interested in, 
his theme, I had been less obtrusive ; but you know / 
always taj^e this in good part, and I hope he will. It 
is difficult to say what will succeed, and still more to 

* Poems by Mr Galley Knight, of vhidi Mr Murray had transmiued 
the 'MS. to Lord Byron, without, however, commanicatiiig the name of 
the author. 
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pronounce what will not. I am at this moment in 
that uncertainty (on our own score), and it is no small 
proof of the author's powers to he ahle to charm and 
fix a minds attention on similar subjects and climates 
in such a predicament That he may have the same 
effect upon att his readers is very sincerely the wish, and 
hardly the doubt^ of yours truly, «B.n 

To the Bride of Ahydos he made additions, in the 
course of printing, amounting altogether to near two 
hundred lines; and, a^ usual, among the passages thus 
added were some of the happiest and most brilliant in 
the whole poem. The opening lines, u Know ye the 
land,» etc. — supposed to have been suggested to him by 
a song of Goethe's ' — were among the number of these 
new insertions, as were also those fine verses, a Who hath 
not proved how feebly words essay, » etc. Of one of the 
most popular lines in this latter passage, it is not on)y 
curious, but instructive, to trace the progress to its pre- 
sent state of finish. Having, at first, written^ 

Mind on her lip and music in her face, 

he afterwards altered it to 

The mind of music breadiing in her face. 

But, this not satisfying him^ the next step of correction 
brought the line to what it is at present — 

The mind, the music breadiing from her face.' 

But the longest, as well as most splendid, of those pas- 
sages, with which the perusal of his own strains, during 

* K.emist da das Land wo die Citronen bliiho, etc. 
' Among the iinpnted pbgiarisms so industriously hunted out in hii 
writiDgt, this line has beeu, with somewhat more phmsafoility than is 
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revision, inspired him, was that rich flow of eloquent 
feeling which follows the couplet, u Thou, my Zuleika, 
share and bless my bark,» etc. — a strain of poetry which, 
foi^ energy and tenderness of thought, for music of ver- 
sification, and selectness of diction, has, throughout the 
greater portion of it, but few rivals in either ancient or 
modem song. All this passage was sent, in successive 
scraps, to the printer, — correction following correction, 
and thought reinforced by thought. We have here, too, 
another example of that retouching process, by which 
some of his most exquisite effects were attained. Every 
reader remembers the four beautiful lines — 

Or, since that hope denied in worlds of strife, 

Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life ! 

The evening beam that smiles the clonds away, 

And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray ! 

• 
In the first copy of this passage sent to the publisher, 

the last line was wrijtten thi|s — 



And tints to-moirow widi 



an airy ) 
a^fanciedj ray. 



The following note being annexed: — «Mr Murray, — 

frequent in such charges, inclnded,-^he lyric poet Lovelace haring, it 
seems, written. 

The melody and music of her face. 

Sir Thomas Brown, too, in his Rdigio Medici, say^—« There is music 
even in beauty,* etc. The coincidence, no douht, is worth obserring, 
and the task of • tracking* thus a fiivourite writer « in the snow (as Dry- 
den expresses it) of others* is sometimes npt nnamusing ; but to those 
who found upon such resemblances a general /charge of plagiarism, we 
may apply what Sir Walter Scott says, in that most agreeable work, his 
lives of the Novelists : — « It is a favourite theme of laborious dulness to 
trace such coincidences, because they appear to reduce genius of the 
higher order to the usual standard of himiauity, and of coarse to farmg 
the author nearer to a level with his critics.* 
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Gfause which of the two epithets, ' fancied,' or ' airy,' may 
be the best^ or, if neither will do, tell me, and I will 
dream another. » The poet's dream was, it must be 
owned, lucky, — cc prophetic » being; the word, of all 
others, for his purpose. ' 

I shall select but one more example, from the addi- 
tions to this Poem, as a proof that his eagerness and 
facility, in producing;, was sometimes almost equalled 
by his anxious care in correcting. In the long passage, 
just referred to^ the six lines beginning, u Blest as the 
Muezzin's strain, » etc.,' having been dispatched to the 
printer too late for insertion, were, by his desire, added 
in an errata page ; the first couplet, in its original form, 
being as follows : — 

Soft as the Mecca-Muezzio's strains invite 
Him who hath joarney*d far to join the rite. 

In a few hours after, another scrap was sent off, con- 
taining the lines thus — 

Blest as the Mne&in's strain from Mecca's dome, 
"Which welcomes Faith to yiew her Prophet's tomb ; 

with the following note to Mr Murray : — 

« December 3d, 1 8 1 3- 
(cLook out in the Encyclopedia, article Mecca, 
whether it is there or at Medina the Prophet is en- 
tombed. If at Medina, the first lines of my alteration 
must run — 

Blest as the call which from Medina's dome 
Inyites Devotion to her Prophet's tomb, etc 

I It will be seen, howrrer, from a sobteqaent . letter to Mr Mnrray, 
that he himself was at first anaware of the peculiar felicity of this epithet ; 
and it is, therefore, probable, that, after all, the merit of the choice may 
have belon|;ed to Mr Gilford. 
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If at Mecca, the lines may stand as before. Page 4^9 
canto ad, Bride of Abydos. u Yours, 

aB. 

u You will find this out either by article Mecca^ Jfe- 
dinay or Mohammed, I have no book of reference 
byme.» 

# 

Immediately after succeeded another note : — 

(( Did you look out? Is it Medina or Mecca that con- 
tains the Holy Sepulchre? Don't make me blaspheme by 
your negligence. I have no book of reference, or I would 
save you the trouble. I blushj as a good Mussulman, to 
have confused the point. u Yours, 

«B.n 

Notwithstanding all these various changes, thecouplet 
in question stands, at present, thus: — 

Blest as the Muezzin's strain from Mecca's waU 
To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call. 

In addition to his own watchfulness over tlie birth of 
his new Poem, he also, as will be seen from the follow- 
ing letter, invoked the veteran taste of Mr Gifford on 
the occasion. 

LETTER CXLIV. 

TO BUR GIFFORD. 

« Nov. latb, i8i3. 



u MT DEAR SIR, 



i4 1 hope you will consider, when I venture on any 
request, that it is the reverse of a certain Dedication, 
and is addressed, not to 'The Editor of the Quarterly 
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Review,* hut to Mr Oififord. Tou will understand this, 
Uttd on that point I need trouble you no farther. 

« Ton have been good 'enough to look at a thing of 
mine in MS. — a Turkish story, and I should feel grati- 
fied if you would do it the same favour in its proba- 
tionary state of printing. It was written, I cannot say 
for amusement, nor ' obliged by hunger and request of 
friends,' but in a state of mind^ from circumstances 
which occasionally occur to 'us youth,' that rendered it 
necessary for me to apply my mind to something, any 
thing but reality; and under this not very brilliant in- 
spiration it was composed. Being done, and having at 
least diverted me from myself, I thought you would not 
perhaps be offended if Mr Murray forwarded it to you. 
He has done so, and to apologise for his doing so a se- 
cond time is the object of my present letter. 

« I beg you will not send me any answer. I assure you 
very sincerely I know your time to be occupied, and it 
is enough, more than enough, if you read; you are not 
to be bored with the fatigue of answers. 

u A word to Mr Murray will be sufficient, and send it 
either to the flames, or 

A hundred hawkers* load, 
On wings of winds to fly or fall abroad. 

It deserves no better than the first, as the work of a 
week, and scribbled 'stans pede in uno' (by the by, the 
only foot I have to stand on) ; and I promise never to 
trouble you again under forty Cantos^ and a voyage 
between each. 

tt Believe me ever 

« Your (^liged and affiectionate servant, 

mBtron.w 
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The following letters and notes, addressed to Mr 
Murray at this time, cannot fail, I think, to g^ratify all 
those to whom the history of the labours of Genius is 
interesting^. 

LETTER CXLV. 

TO MR MUHRAT. 

• Not. lath, i8i3. 

u Two friends of mine (Mr Rogers and Mr Sharpe) 
have advised me not to risk at present any single publi- 
cation separately, for various reasons. As they have not 
seen the one in question, they can have no bias for or 
against the merits (if it has any) or the faults of the pre- 
sent subject of our conversation. You say all the last of 
the > Giaour' are gone — at least out of your hands. Now, 
if you think of publishing any new edition with the 
last additions which have not yet been before the reader 
(I mean distinct from the two-volume publication), we 
can add the 'Bride of Abydos,' which will thus steal 
quietly into the world : if liked, we can then throw o£P 
some copies for the purchasers of former ' Giaours;' and, 
if not, I can omit it in any future publication. What 
think you? I really am no judge of those things, and 
with all my natural partiality for one's own produc- 
tions, I would rather follow any one's judgment than 
my own. 

« P.S. — Pray let me have the proofs I sent a// to-night. 
I have some alterations that I have thought of that I 
wish to make speedily. I hope th^ proof will be on 
separate pages, and not aU huddled together on a mile- 
long ballad-singing sheet, as those of the Giaour some- 
times are; for then I can't read them distinctly. » 
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TO MR MURRAY. 

« Not. i3, i8i3. 

tt Will you forward the letter to Mr Gifford with the 
proof 7 There is an alteration I may make in Zuleika's 
speech, in second Canto (the only one of hers in that 
Canto). It is now thus : 

And curse) if I could curse, the day. 
It must be — 

And mourn — ^I dare not curse — the day 
^That saw my solitary birth, etc. etc. 

« Ever yours, 

«B. 

u In the last MS. lines sent, instead of Miving^ heart,' 
convert to ^quivering heart.' It is in line 9th of the MS. 
passage. 

(i Ever yours, again, 

ttB.» 

TO MR MURRAY. 

((Alteration of a line in Canto second* 
Instead of-— 

And tints to-morrow with a fancied ray, 
Print— 

And tints to-morrow with prophetie ray. 

The evening beam that smiles the clouds away. 
And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray ; 
Or, 

{Silds\ 
And I tints the hope of morning with its ray ; 

Or, 

And gilds to-morrow*s hope with heavenly ray. 
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a I wish yoa would ask Mr GifFord which of them is 
best, or rather not worst. 

« Ever, etc, 

« Tou can send the request contained in this at the 
same time with the revise, after I have seen the said 
revise. n 

TO MR MURRAY. 

uNoY. i3, i8i3. 

tt Certainly. Do you suppose that no one but the Ga- 
lileans are acquainted with Adam^ and Eve^ and Cain,^ 
and Noah? — Surely, I might have had Solomon, and 
Abraham, and David, and even Moses. When you 
know that Zuleika is the Persian poetical name for Po- 
tiphar^s wife^ on whom and Joseph there is a long poem, 
in the Persian, this will not surprise you. If you want 
authority, look at Jones, D'Herbelot, Vathek, or the 
notes to the Arabian Nights; and, if you thin|L it neces- 
sary, model this into a note. 

*AUer^ in the inscription, 'the most affectionate re- 
spect,' to *' with every sentiment of regard and respect.'n 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Nov. 14, i8i3. 
« I send you a note for the ignorant^ but I really won- 
der at finding you among them. I don't care one lump 
of sugar for my poetry; but for my costume and my cor* 
rectness on those points (of which I think ^ejuneral was 
a proof), I will combat lustily. 

tt Yours, etc. » 

• Nay. i4> i8i3. 
tt Let the revise which I sent just now (and not the 

1 Some doubt had been expressed by Bfr Murray as to the propriety 
of his patdn^f the name of Cain into the mouth of a Mtutolman. 
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proof in Mr Gifford's possession) be returned to tlie 
printer, as there are several additional corrections, and 
two new lines in it. 

u YoDrs, etc.w 

LETTER €XLVI. 

TO Ma MURRAY. 

« November i5th, i8i3. 

((Mr Hodgson has looked over and stopped^ or rather 
pointedy this revise, which must be the one to print from. 
He has also made some sug^g;estions, .with most of which 
I have complied, as he has always, for these ten years, 
been a very sincere, and by no means (at times) flatter- 
ing, intimate of mine. He likes it (you will thinkj?atfer- 
ingfy, in this instance) better than the Giaour, but doubts 
(and so do I) its being so popular ; but, contrary to some 
otkers, advises a separate publication. On this we can 
easily decide. I confess I like the double form better. 
Hodgson says, it is better versified thsLn any of the others; 
which is odd, if true, as it has cost me less time (though 
more hours at a time) than any attempt I ever made. 

« P.S. — Do attend to the punctuation: I can't, for I 
don't know a comma — at least where to place one. 

(( That tory of a printer has omitted two lines of the 
opening, and perhaps morcy which were in the MS. Will 
you, pray, give him a hint of accuracy ? I have reinserted 
the fUK>, but they were in the manuscript, I can swear. » 

LETTER CXLVIL 

TO MR MURRAY. 

' N November lyih, i8i3. 
u That you and I may distinctly understand each other 
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on a subject, which, like ^ the dreadful reckonings when 
men smile no more,' makes conversation not very plea- 
sant, I think it as well to write a few lines on the 
topic. — Before I left town for Yorkshire, you said 
that you were ready and willing to . give five hundred 
guineas for the copyright of ^The Giaour;' and my 
answer was — from which I do not mean to recede 
— that we would discuss the point at Christmas. The 
new story may or may not succeed; the probability, under 
present circumsjtances, seems to be, that it may at least 
pay its expenses — but even that remains to be proved, 
and till it is proved one way or another, we will say 
nothing about it. . Thus then be it : I will postpone all 
arrangement about it, and the Giaour also, till Easter, 
1 8 14 ; and you shall then, according to your own notions 
of £Eiirness, make your ovm offer for the two. At the 
same time, I do not rate the last in my own estimation 
at half the Giaour; and according to your own notions 
of its worth and its success within the time mentioned,, 
be the addition or deduction to or from whatever sum 
may be your proposal for the first, which has already 
had its success. 

tt The pictures of Phillips I consider as mine, all three; 
and the one (not the Arnaout) of the two best is much 
atyour service^ if you will accept it as a present. 

a P.S. — ^The expense of engraving from the miniature 
send me in my account, as it was destroyed by my de- 
sire; and have the goodness to bum diat detestable 
print from it immediately. 

u To make you some amends for eternally pestering 
you with alterations, I send you Gobbett, to confirm 
your orthodoxy. 

u One more alteration of a into the in the MS. ; it 
must be — ^ The heart whose softness,' etc. 
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u Remember — and in the inscription 'to the Right 
Honourable Lord Holland,' u;i7Aotit the previous names, 
Henry, etc.p 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« November ao, 18 13. 

« More work for the Row. I am doing my best to 
beat the ^ Giaour,'^- no difficult task for any one but the 
author. » 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« November aa, i8i3. 

u I have no time to cros^-investigate, but I believe and 
hope all is right. I care less than, you will believe 
about its success,* but I can't survive a single misprint: it 
chokes me to see words misused by the printers. Pray- 
look over, in case of some eyesore escaping me. 

tt P.S. — Send the earliest copies to MrFrere, Mr Can- 
ning, Mr Heber, Mr Gifford, Lord Holland, Lord Mel- 
bourne (Whitehall), Lady Caroline Lamb (Brocket), 
Mr Hodgson (Cambridge), Mr Merivale, Mr Ward, 
from the author. » 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« November a3, 181 3. 
kTou wanted some reflections, and I send you per 
Selim (see his speech in Canto 2d, page 4^), eighteen 
lines in decent couplets, of a pensive, if not an ethical^ 
tendency. One more revise — positively the last, if 
decently done — at any rate the penultimate. Mr Can- 
ning's approbation {if he did approve) I need not say 
makes me proud. ' As to printing, print as you will 

* Mr Cuininij^t note was at follows :~« I received the books, and, 
among them, the Rride of Abydos. It is very, very beaatifiil. Lord Byron 
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and how you will — by. itself, if you like; but let me 
have a few copies in sheets. 

« November a4tb, i8i3. 

«Tou must pardon me once more, as it is all for 
your g;ood : it must be thus — 

He makes a solitude and calls it peace* 

^Makei is closer to the passage of Tacitus, from which 
the line is taken, and is, besides, a stronger word than 
* leaves? 

Mark wbere his carnage and his conquests cease ; 
He makes a solitude, and calls it — ^peace. 

LETTER CXLVIir. 

TO MB MUaRAT. 

« November 27th, 1 8 13. 

(c If you look over this carefully by the last proof yviih 
my corrections, it is probably right ; this you can do as 
well or better; — I have not now time. The copies I 
mentioned to be sent to different friends last night, I 
should wish to be made up with the new Giaours, if it 
also is ready. If not, send the Giaour afterwards. 

u The Morning Post says / am the author of Nour- 
jahad!! This comes of lending the drawings for their 
dresses; but it is not worth a formal conteadwtion. 
Besides, the criticisms on the supposition will, some of 
them, be quite amusing and furious. The Orientaiism 
--which I hear is very splendid — of the mdodrame 
(whosesoever it is, and I am sure I don't know) is as good 

(when I met him, one day, at dinner at Mr Ward's) was so kind as to 
promise to give me a copy of it. I mention this, not to saye my purchue, 
but because I should be really flattered by the present,* 
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as an advertisement for your Eastern Stories, by filling 
their heads with glitter. 

u P.S. — You will of coarse say the truth, that I am not 
the melodram'atist — if any one charges me in your pre- 
sence with the performance.* 

LETTER CXLIX. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« November a8tk, i8i3. 

u Send another copy (if not too much 9f a request) to 
Lady Holland of the Joumaly^ in my name^ when you 
receive this ; it is for Earl Grey — and I will relinquish 
my ovm. Also to Mr Sharpe, and Lady Holland, and 
Lady Caroline Lamb, copies of ^ The Bride,' as soon as 
convenient. 

u P.S. — Mr Ward and myself still continue our pur- 
pose; but I shall not trouble you on any arrangement 
on the score of the Giaour and the Bride till our return 
— or, at any rate, before May^ 18 1 4 — that is, six 
months from hence ; and before that time you will be 
able to ascertain how far your offer may be a losing 
one: if so, you can deduct proportionably ; and if not, I 
shall not at any rate allow you to go higher than your 
present proposal, which is very handsome and more 
than fair.' 

« I have had, — but this must be entre nous^ — a very 
kind note, on the subject of ' the Bride,* from Sir James 
Mackintosh, and an invitation to go there this evening, 
which it is now too late to accept. » 

* Pemtise's Joarnal, a book published by Mr Murray at this time. 

* Mr MwT«y h«4 offered him a tibomand guipeat for the two Poems. 
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TO MR MURRAY. 

« November 39, i8i3. 
« Sunday — ^Monday momiog — 3 o'clock — ^in 
my doublet and hose, swearing, 

(i I send you in time an errata page, containing an 
omission of mine, which must be thus added, as it is 
too late for insertion in the text. . The passage is an 
imitation altogether from Medea in Ovid, and is in- 
complete without these two lines. Pray let this be 
done, and directly; it is necessary, will add one page to 
your book ( making \ and can do no harm, and is yet in 
time for the public. Answer me, thou oracle, in the af- 
firmative. You can send the loose pages to those who 
have copies already, if they like ; but certainly to all the 
critical copy-holders. 

« P.S. — I have got out of my bed (in which, however, I 
could not sleep, whether I had amended this or not), and 
so good morning. I am trying whether De L'AUe- 
Inagne will act as an opiate, but I doubt it.M 

TO MR MURRAY. 

II November agth, 18 13. 

u ^ You have looked nt it!' to much purpose, to allow so 
stupid a blunder to stand ; it is not ^ courage,^ but ^ car-- 
nage;' and if you don't want me to cut my own throat, 
see it altered. 

u I am very sorry to hear of the fall of Dresden, n 

LETTER CL. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Nov. 29th, i8i3, Monday. 
mYou will act as yon please upon that point; but 
whether I go or stay, I shall not say another word on 
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the subject till May— nor then, unless quite convenient 
to yotirselF. I have many things I wish to leave to 
your care, principally papers. The vases need not be 
now sent, as Mr Ward is gone to Scotland. You are 
right about the errata page; place it at the beginning. 
Mr Perry is a little premature in his compliments: these 
BAay do harm by exciting expectation, and I think we 
ought to be above it — though I see the next paragraph 
is on the Journaly^ which makes me suspect you as the 
author of both* 

c( Would it not have been as well to have said ^ in 
Two Ciintos* in the advertisement? they will else think 
of fragmentSy a species of composition very well for 
once, like one ruin in a view ; but one would not build 
a town of them. The Bride, such as it is, is my first 
mtire composition of any length (except the Satire, 
and be d-^d to it), for the Giaour is but a string of 
passages j and Ghilde Harold is, and I rather think 
always will be, unconduded. I return Mr Hay's note, 
with thanks to hiln and you. 

a There have been some epigrams on Mr Ward : .one 
I see tCHday. The first I did not see, but heard yes- 
terday. TJbe second teems very bad. I €»ily hope that 
Mr Ward does -not believe that I had any ccmnexioa 
with either. I like and value him too well to allow 
my politics to contract into spleen, or to admire any 
thing intended to annoy him or his. Tou need not, 
take the trouble to answer this, as I shall see you in the 
course of the afternoon. 

« P.S. — I have said this much about the epigrams, 
because I lived so much in the opposite camp^ and, from 
my post as an engineer, might be suspected as the 
flinger of these hand-grenadoes; but with a worthy foe, 

* Penrose's Jonrhal. 

6. 
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I am all for open war, and not this bush-fighting, and 
have not had, nor will have, any thing to do with it. 
I do not know the author. » 

« 

TO MH MURRAY. 

• Nov. Both, i8i3. 
« Print this at the end of aU that is of the ^ Bride of 
AbydoSy as an errata page. 

mBn. 
« Omitted, canto 2d, page 47) si^r line 449? 

So that those arms cling closer roand my neck. » 

Read, 

Then if my lip once murmur, it mast be 
No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee.» 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Tuesday evening, Nov. Both, 181 3. 
uFor the sake of correctness, particularly in an 
errata page, the alteration of the couplet I have just 
sent (half an hour ago) must take place, in spite of 
delay or cancel^ let me see the proof earlj tonnorrow. 
I found out murmt/r to be a neuter V6r6, and have been 
obliged to alter the line so as to make it a substantive, 
thus — 

The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 
No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee ! 

Don't send the copies to the country till this is all right. »> 

TO MR MURRAY. 

• Dec. 3d, 18 1 3. 
((When you can, let the couplet enclosed be inserted 
either in the page, or in the errata page. I trust it is 
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in time for some of the copies. This alteration' is in 
the same part — the pa(^e but one before the last correc- 
tion sent. 

«P.S.— I am arraid, from all I hear, that people are 
rather inordinate in their expectations, which is v^ry 
unlncky, but cannot now be helped. This comes of 
Mr Perry and one's wise friends ; but do not you wind 
your hopes of success to the same pitch, for fear of 
accidents, and I can assure you that my philosophy will 
stand the test very fairly; and I have done every thing 
to ensure you, at all events, from positive loss, which 
will be some satisfaction to both«» 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Dec. 3d, i8i3. 

u I send you a scratch or two^ the which heal. The 
Christian Observer is very savage, but certainly well 
written — and quite uncomfortable at the naughtiness 
of book and author. I rather suspect you won't much 
like the present to be more moral, if it is to share also 
the usual fate of your virtuous volumes. 

(4 Let me see a proof of the six before incorporation.)' 

TO MR BfURRAT. 

« Monday evening, Dec. 6tli, i8x3. 
u It is all very Well, except that the lines are not 
numbered properly, and a diabolical mistake, page 67, 
which must be corrected with the pen, if no odier way 
remains ; it is the omission of * not' before ^ cUsagreeahle^* 
in the note on the amber rosary. This is really horri- 
ble, and nearly as bad as the stumble of mine at the 
threshold — ^I mean the misnomer of Bride. Pray do not 
let a copy go without the 'not;' it is nonsense and 
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worse than nonsense as it now stands. I wish the 
printer was saddled with a vampire. 

« P.S. — It is still hath instead of have in page 20 ; 
never was any one so misused as I am by your devils of 
printers. 

u P.S. — I hope and trust the ^no^ was inserted in the 
first edition* We must have something — any thing — 
to 9et it right. It is enough to answer for one's own 
bulls, without other people's.)) 

LETTER CLI. 

TO MR MuaaAT. 

« December 37th, 18 13. 

u Lord Holland is laid up with the gout, and would 
feel very much obliged if you could obtain, and send as 
soon as possible, Madame D'Arblay's (or even Miss 
Edgeworth's) new work. I know they are not out; but 
it is perhaps possible for your Majesty to command 
what we cannot with much suing purchase, as yet. I 
need not say that when you are able or willing to confer 
the same favour on' me,. I shall be obliged. I would 
almost fall sick myself to get at Madame d'Arblay's 
writings. 

u PS. — You were talking to-day of the American 
edition of a certain unquenchable memorial of my 
younger days. As it can't be helped now, I own I have 
some curiosity to see a copy of Transatlantictypography. 
This you will perhaps obtain, and one for yourself; but 
I must beg that you will not import more^ because, 
seriously, I do wish to have that thing forgotten as much 
as it has been forgiven. 

u If you send to the Globe editor, say that I want 
neither excuse nor contradiction, but merely a discon- 
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tinuance of a most ill-grounded charge. I never was 
consistent in any thing hut my politics ; and as my 
redemption depends on that solitary virtue, it is murder 
to carry away my last anchor. » 

Of these hasty and characteristic missives with which 
he dispatched off his u still-breeding thoughts,^ there 
yet remain a few more 'that might be presented to the 
reader; but enough has here been given to show the 
fastidiousness of his self-criticism, as well as the restless 
and unsatisfied ardour with which he pressed on in 
pursuit of perfection, — still seeing, according to the 
usual doom of genius, much farther than he could 
reach. 

An appeal was, about this time, made to his generosity, 
which the reputation of the person from whom it pro- 
ceeded wouldf in most minds, have justified him in 
treating with disregard, but which a more enlarged 
feeling of humanity led him to view in a very different 
light ; for, when expostulated with by Mr Murray on 
his generous intentions towards one «whom nobody 
else would give a single farthing to,» he answered, « it 
is for that very reason / give it, because nobody else 
will.n The person in question was Mr Thomas Ashe, 
author of a certain notorious publication called u The 
Book,}) which, from the delicate mysteries discussed in 
its pages, attracted far more notice than its talent, or 
even mischief, deserved. In a fit, it is to be hoped, of 
sincere penitence, this man wrote to Lord Byron, alleg- 
ing poverty as his excuse for the vile uses to which he 
had hitherto prostituted his pen, and soliciting his 
lordship's aid towards enabling him to exist, in future, 
more reputably. To this application the following 
answer, marked, in the highest degree, by good sense, 
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humanity, and honourable sentiment, was returned by 
Lord Byron. 

LETTER CLIL 

TO MR ASHE. 

« 4) Bennet-street, St James's, Dec. 14th, 181 3. 
(c SIB, 
u I leave town for a few days to-morrow : on my 
return, I will answer your letter more at length. 
Whatever may be your situation, I cannot but commend 
your xesolution to abjure and abandon the publication 
and composition of works such as those to which you 
have alluded. Depend upon it, they amuse few^ dis- 
grace both reader and writerj and benefit none. It will 
be my wish to assist you, as far as my limited means 
will admit, to break such a bondage. In your answer, 
inform me what sum you think would enable you to 
extricate yourself from the hands of your employers, 
and to regain at least temporary independence, and I 
shall be glad to contribute my mite towards it. At 
present, I must conclude. Tour name is not unknown 
to me, and I regret, for your own sake, that you have 
ever lent it to the works you mention. In saying this, 
I merely repeat your own words in your letter to me, 
and have no wish whatever to say a single syllable that 
may appear to insult your misfortunes. If I have, 
excuse me ; it is unintentional. 

u Yours, etc. 

a Btron.i» 

In answer to this letter, Ashe mentioned, as the sum 
necessary to extricate him from his difficulties, £i5o— 
to be advanced at the rate of ten pounds per month ; 
and, some diort delay having occurred in the reply to 
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this demand^ the modest applicant, in renewing his 
suit, Complained, it appears, of neglect: on which Lord 
Byron, with a good temper which few, in a similar case, 
could imitate, answered him as follows. 

LETTER CLIIL 

TO MB ASHE. 

« January 5di, i8i4- 
u SIB, 

tt When you accuse a stranger of neglect, you forget 
that it is possible business or absence from London may 
have interfered to delay his- answer, as has actually 
occurred in the present instance* But to the point. I 
am willing to do what I can to extricate you from your 
situation. Tour first scheme < I was considering ; but 
your own impatience appears to have rendered it 
abortive, if not irretrievable. I will deposit in Mr 
Murray's hands (with his consent) the sum you men- 
tioned^ to be advanced for the time at ten pounds per 
month. 

u P.S. — I write in the greatest hurry, which may make 
my letter a little abrupt ; but, as I said before, I have no 
wish to distress your feelings.^ 

The service thus humanely proffered was no less 
punctually performed; and the following is one of the 
many acknowledgments of payment which I find in 
Ashe's letters to Mr Murray : — a I have the honour to 
enclose you another memorandum for the sum of ten 
pounds, in compliance with the munificent instructions 
of Lord Byron. » ' 

* His first intention Ikad been to go oat, as a settler, to Bouny Bay. 

* When these monthly disbursements bad amounted to £70, Ashe wrote 
to beg that the whole remaining sum of £80 might be advanced to him at 
one payment, in order to enable him, as he said, to ayail himself of a 
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His friend Mr Mertvale, one of the translators of those 
Selections firpm the Anthology which we have seen he 
regretted so mnch not having taken with • him on his 
travels, published a Poem about this time, which he 
thus honours with his praise. 

LETTER CLIV. 

TO MR MERfVALE. 

« January, 181 4' 
u vet DEAR MERlVALlC, 

a I have redde Roheesvaujt with very great pleasure, 
and (if I were so disposed) see very little room for 
criticism. Th^e is a choice of two lines in one of the 
last Cantos, — I think ^ Live and protect' better, because 
'Oh who?* implies a doubt of Roland's power or incli- 
nation. I would allow the — but that point you yourself 
must determine on — ^I mean the doubt as to where to 
place a part of the Poem, whether between the actions 
or no. Only if you wish to have all the success you 
deserve, never listen to friends^ and — as I am not the least 
troublesome of the numbeti — least of all, to me. 

« I hope you will be out soon. March^ sir, March is 
the month for the trcuie^ and they must be considered^ 
You have written a very noble Poem, and nothing but 
the detestable taste of the day can do you harm, — but 1 
think you will beat it. Tour measure is uncommonly 
well chosen and wielded. » ' 

In the extracts from his Journal, just given, there is a 
passage that cannot fail to have been remarked, where, 

passage to New South Wales, which had I reo again offend to him. The 
sum was, accordingly, by Lord Byron's ordeN, paid into his hands. 
* This letter is bat a fragaient,~the remainder being lost. 
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in speakings of his admiration of some lady, whose name 
he has himself left blank, the noble writer says — ua 
wife would be the salvation of me.» It was under this 
conviction, which not only himself but some of his 
f fiends entertained, of the prudence of his taking timely 
refuge in matrimony from those perplexities which 
form the sequel of all less re^jular ties, that he had been 
induced, about a year before, to turn his -thoughts 
seriously to marriage, — at least, as seriously as his 
thoughts were ever capable of being so turned, — and, 
chiefly 1 believe by the advice and intervention of his 
friend Lady Melbourne, to become a suitor for the hand 
of a relative of that lady, Miss Milbanke. Though his 
proposal was not then accepted, every assurance of 
friendship and regard accompanied the refusal ; a wish 
was even expressed that they should continue to write to 
each Qtfaer,.and a correspondence, — sojnewhat singular 
between two young pefsons of different sexes, inasmuch 
as love was not the subject of it, — ensued between them. 
Wie have seen how highly Lord Byron estimated as well 
the virtues as the accomplishments of the young lady, 
but it is evident that on neither side, at this period, was 
love either felt or professed.' 

In the mean time, new entanglements, in which his 
heart was the willing dupe of his fancy and vanity, 
came to eqgross the young poet ; and still, as the usual 
penalties of such pursuits followed, he again found 
himself sighing for the sober yoke of wedlock, as some 
security against their recurrence. There were, indeed, 
in jthe interval between Miss Milbanke's refusal and 
acceptance of him, two or three other young women of 

< The reader has already seen what Lord Byron faimself says, in his 
Journal, on this subject: — « What an odd situation and friendship is ours ! 
— ^without one spark of love on either side,» etc. etc. 

VOL. fl. '7 
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rank wko^ at different times^ formed the subject of his 
matrimonial dreams. In the society of one of these* 
•whose femily had long^ honoured me with their friend- 
ship, he and I passed much of our time, during^ this and 
the preceding spring; ; and it will be found tha% in a 
subsequent part of his correspondence, he represents me 
as haying; entertained an anxious wish that he should so 
far cultivate my fair friend's favour as to gfive a chance^ 
at least, of matrimony beings the result. 

That I, more than once, expressed some such feeling; 
is undoubtedly true. Fully concurring; with the opinion, 
not only of himself but of others of his friends, that in 
marriag;e lay his only chance of salvation from the sort 
of perplexing; attachments into which he was now con- 
stantly tempted, I saw in none of those whom he ad- 
mired with more legitimate views so many requisites 
for the difficult task of winning him into fidelity and 
happiness as in the lady in quesiidn. Combining; beauty 
of the hig;hest order with a mind intelllg;ent and in- 
genuous, — having; just learning enough to give refine- 
ment to her taste, and far too much taste to make pre- 
tensions to learning, — with a patrician spirit proud as 
his own, but showing it only in a delicate generosity of 
spirit, a feminine high-mindedness, which would have 
led her to tolerate his defects in consideration of his 
noble qualities and his glory, and even to sacrifice si- 
lently some of her own happiness rather than violate the 
responsibility in which she stood pledged to the world for 
his ; — such was, from long experience, my impression of 
the character of this lady ; and perceiving Lord Byson 
tobeattracted by her more obvious claims to admiration, 
1 felt a pleasure no less in rendering justice to the still 
rarer qualities which she possessed, thanin endeavouring 
,to raise my noble friend's mind to the contemplation q£ 
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a hig;her model of female character than he had, un- 
luckily for himself, been much in the habit of studying. 

To this extent do I confess myself to have been in- 
fluenced by the sort of feelin^]^ which he attributes to me. 
But in takings for granted (as it will appear he did from 
one of his letters) that Fentertained any very decided or 
definite wishes on the subject, he g^ave me more credit 
for seriousness in my suggestions, than I deserved. If 
even the lady herself, the unconscious object of these 
speculations, by whom he was regarded in no other light 
than that of a distinguished acquaintance, could have 
consented to undertake the perilous, — but still possible 
and glorious, — achievement of attaching Byron to virtue, 
I own that, sanguinely as in theory I might have 
looked to the result, I should have seen, not without 
trembling, the happiness of one whom I had known 
and valued from her childhopd risked in the experi- 
ment. 

I shall now proceed to resume the thread of the Jour- 
nal, which I had broken off^ and of which, it will be 
perceived, the noble author himself had for some weeks, 
at this time, interrupted the progress. 

((JOURNAL, i8i4« 

« February 18. 

« Bietter than a month since I last journalized : — most 

of it out of London, and at Notts., but a busy one and 

a pleasant, at least three weeks of it. On my return, I 

find all the newspapers in hysterics,' and town in an 

* Inmiediately on the appearance of the Corsair (with those obnoxious 
▼erses» « Weep, daughter of a royal line,» appended to it), a series of 
altacXs, not confined to Lord Byron himself, but aimed also at all those 
who had lately become his friend^ %as commenced in the Courier and 
Morning Post, and carried on through the greater part of the months of 
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uproar^ on the avowal and republication of two stanzas 
on Princess Charlotte's weeping at Regency's speech to 
I^auderdale in 1812. They are daily at it still: — some 
of the abnse good, all of it hearty. They talk of a mo- 
tion in our House upon it — be it so. 

't Got up — redde the Morning Post, containing the 
battle of Buonaparte, the destruction of the Custom- 
house, and a paragraph en me as long as my pedigree, 
and yituperative, as usual. « * ♦ 

u Hobhouse is returned to England. He is my best 
friend, the most lively, and a man of the jnost sterling 
talents extant. 

a ^ The Corsair' has been conceived, written, publish- 
ed, etc., since I last took up'this Journal. They tell me 
it has great success; — it was written con amore, and 
much from existence, Murray is satisfied with its pro- 
gress ; and if the public are equally so with the perusal, 
there's an end of the matter. 

Fcbraary and March. The point selected by these ,^iters, as a ground 
of censure on the poet, was one which now, perhaps, eTen themselves 
would agree to class among his claims to praise, — namely, the atonement 
which he had endeavoured to maXe for the youthful violence of his Satire 
by a measure of justice, amiable even in its overflowings, to every one 
whom he conceived he had wropged. 

Notwithstanding the careless tone in which, here and elsewhere, he 
speaks of these assaults, it is evident that they annoyed him;^an efiFect 
which, in reading them over now, we should.be apt to wonder 4hey could 
produce, ^id we not recollect the property which Dryden attributes to 
» small wits,» in common with certain other small animals:^ 

We scarce could know they live, but that they bite, 

Tbe following is a specimen of the terms in which these party scribes 
could then speak of one of the masters of English song :^« They might 
have slept in oblivion with Lord Carlisle's Dramas and Lord Byron's 
Poems. » — « Spme certainly extol Lord Byron's Poems much, but most of 
the best judges place his lordship rather low in the list of our minor 
yoetM. « , 
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■ Nine o'clock. 

a Been to Hanson's on business. Saw Rogers, and 
had a note from Lady Melbourne, who says, it is said that 
I am ^ much out of spirits.' I wonder if I really am or 
not ? I have certainly enough of ^ that perilous stuff 
which weighs upon the heart,' and it is better they 
should believe it to be the result of these attacks than of 
the real cause; but — ay, ay, always but to the* end of 
the chapter. * ♦ « « 

(iHokhouse has told me ten thousand anecdotes of 
Napoleon, all good and true. My friend H. is the most 
entertaining of companions, and a fine fellow to boot. 

ttRedde a little — wrote notes and letters, and am 
alone, which, Locke says, is bad company. ^6e not 
solitary, be not idle' — Um! — the idleness is trouble- 
some; but 1 can't see so much to regret in the solitude. 
The more I see of men, the less I like them. If I could 
but say so of women too, all would be well. Why can't. 
I? I am now six-and-twenty ; my passions have had 
enough to cool them ; my affections more than enough 
to wither them, — and yet — and yet — always jef and but 
— ^Excellent well, you are a fishmonger — get thee to 
a nunnery.' 'They fool me to the top of my bent.^ 

« Midnight. 

i< Began a letter, which 1 threw into the fire. Redde 
— but to little purpose. Did not visit Hobhouse, as I 
promised and ought. No matter, the loss is mine. 
Smoked cigars. 

u Napoleon ! this week will decide his fate. All seems 
against him ; but I believe and hope he will win — at 
least, beat back the Invaders. What right have we to 
prescribe sovereigns to France? Oh for a Republic! 
^Brutus, thou sleepest.' Hobhouse abounds in conti- 
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nental anecdotes of tlus extraordinary man ; all in fa- 
vour of his intellect and courage, but against his bon- 
hommie. No wonder; how should he, who knows 
mankind well, do other than despise and abhor them? 

u The greater the equality, the more impartially evil 
is distributed, and becomes lighter by the division 
among so many — therefore, a republic ! 

u M6re notes from Mad. de * * unanswered — and so 
they shall remain. I admire her abilities, but really her 
society is overwhelming — an avalanche that buries one 
in glittering nonsense — all snow and sophistry. 

((Shall I go to Mackintosh's on Tuesday? um! — I 
did not go to Marquis Lansdowne's, nor to Miss Berry's, 
though both are pleasant. So is Sir James's, — but I 
don't know — I believe one is not the better for parties; 
at least, unless some regnante is there.- 

(( I wonder how the deuce any body could make such 
a world; for what purpose dandies, for instance, were 
ordained — and kings — and fellows of colleges— and 
women of ' a certain age' — and many men of any age— 
and myself, most of all ! 

Divesne prisco et Datus ab Inaclio, 
Nil interest, an pauper, et infimA^ 
De gente, sub dio moreHs, 

Victima nil miserands OrcJ. 

***** 

Omnes eodem cogimujr. 

(( Is there any thing beyond? — /FAo knows? He that 
can't tell. Who tells diat there 15 P He who don't know. 
And when shall he know? perhaps, when he don't 
expect, and, generally, when he don^t wish it. In this 
last respect, however, all are not alike: it depends a good 
deal upon education, — something upon nerves and ha- 
l^its — but most upon digestion. 
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■ Saturday, Feb. 19th. 
« Just returned from seeing Kean in Richard. By 
Jove, he is a soul! Life — nature — truth — without 
exag^geration or diminution. Kemble's Hamlet is per- 
fect; — but Hamlet is not Nature. Richard is a man; 

and Kean is Richard. Now to my own concerns. 

« « * * ■» % 

u Went to Wai te's. Teeth all right and white ; but he 
says that I grind them in my sleep and chip the edges. 
That same sleep is'no friend of mine, though I court 
him sometimes for half the 24* 

« February 30th. 

u Got up and tore out two.leaves of this Journal — I 
don't know why. Hodgson just called and gone. He 
has much bonhommie with his other good qualities, and 
more talent than he has yet had credit for beyond his 
circle. 

u An inyitation to dine at Holland-house to meet 
Kean. He is worth meeting ; and I hope, by getting 
into good society, he will be prevented from falling like 
Cooke. He is greater now on the stage, and off he 
should never be less. There is a stupid and under-rat- 
ing criticism upon him in one of the newspapers. 1 
thought that, last night, though great, he rather under- 
acted more than the first time. This may be the effect 
of these cavils ; but I hope he has more sense than to 
mind them. He cannot expect to maintain his present 
eminence, or to advance still higher, without the envy 
of his green-room fellows, and the nibbling of their ad- 
mirers. But if he don't beat them all, why, then — 
merit hath no purchase in ^ these coster-monger days.' 
a I wish that I had a talent for the drama ; I would 
write a tragedy now But no, — it i& gone. Hodgson 
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talks of one, — he will do it well ; — and I think M — e 
should try. He has wonderful powers, and much va- 
riety; besides, he has lived and felt. To write so as to 
bring home to the hearty the heart must have been 
tried, — but, perhaps, ceased to be so. While you are 
under the influence of passions, you only feel, but can- 
not describe them, — any more than, when in action, 
you could turn round and teU the story to your next 
neighbour! When all is over, — all, all, and irrevoca- 
ble, — trust to memory, — she is then but too faithfuL 

« Went out, and answered some letters, yawned now 
and then, and redde the Robbers. Fine, but Fiesco is 
better; and Alfieri and Monti's Aristodemo best. They 
are more equal than the Tedeschi dramatists. 

« Answered — or, rather, acknowledged— the receipt 
of young Reynolds's Poem, Safie. The lad is clever, but 
much of his thoughts are borrowed, — whence^ the Re- 
viewers may find out. I hate discouraging a you tig 
one; and I think, — though wild, aod more oriental 
than he would be, had he seen the scenes where he has 
placed his tale, that he has much talent, and, certainly, 
fire enough. 

u Received a very singular epistle ; and the mode of 
its conveyance, through Lord H.'s hands, as curious as 
the letter itself. But it was gratifying and pretty. 

« Sunday, Feb. 27th. 

a Here I am, alone, instead of dining at Lord H.'s, 
where I was asked, — but not inclined to go any where. 
Hobhouse says I am growing a hup garou^ — a solitary 
hobgoblin. True; — ' I am myself alone.' The last 
week has been passed in reading — seeing plays — now 
and then visitors — sometimes yawning and sometimes 
sighing, but no writing,— save of letters. If I could 
always read, I should never feel the want of society. Do 
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I regret it? — um! — 'Man delights not me/ and only- 
one woman — at a time. 

(c There is something to me very softening in the pre- 
sence of a woman, — some strange influence, eyen if one 
is not in love with them, — which I cannot at all account 
for, having no very high opinion of the sex. But yet,— 
I always feel in hetter humour with myself and every 
thing else, if there is a woman within ken. Even Mrs 
Mule,' my fnre-lighter, — the most ancient and withered 
of her kind, — and (except to myself) not the best-tem- 
pered — afways makes me laugh, — no difficult task when 
lam *i* the vein. *" 

u Ueigho ! I would I .were in mine island ! — I am not 
well; and yet I look in^good health. At times, 1 fear, 
* I am not in my perfect mind*;' — and yet my heart and 
head have stood many a crash, and what should ail them 

* This ancient hoasemaid, of whose gaunt and witch-lifie appearance 
it woald be impossible to convey any idea but by the pencil, furnished 
one among the numerous instances of Lord Byron's proneness to attadi 
himself to any thing, however homely, that had' once enlisted his good- 
nature in its behalf, and become associated with his thoughts. He first 
found this old woman at his lodgings in Bennet-street, where, for a whole 
season, she was the perpetual scare-crow of his visitors. When, next 
year, he took chambers in the Albany, one of the great advantages which 
his firiends looked to in the change was, that they should get rid of this, 
phantom. But, no — there she was again — he had actually brought her 
with him from Bennet-street. The following year saw hhn married, and, 
with a regular establishment of servants, in Piccadilly; and here, — asMrs 
Mule had not appeared to any of the visitors, it was concluded, rashly, 
that the witch had vanished. One of those friends, however, who had 
most fondly indulged in this persuasion, happening to call one day when 
all the male part of the establishment were abroad, saw, to his dismay, 
the door opened by the same grim personage, improved considerably in 
point of habiliments siuce be last saw her, and keeping pace with the in- 
creased scale of her master's household, — as a new peruke, and other 
symptoms of promotion, testified. When asked « how he came to carry 
ihis old woman about with him from place to place,* Lord Byron's only 
answer was, « The poor old devil was so kind to me !» 
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now ? They prey upon themselves, and I am sick — sick 
— ^Prithee, undo this buttbn — why should a cat, a rat, 
a dog, have life — and thou no life at all?* Six-and-twenty 
years, as they call them, — why, 1 might and should 
have heen a Pasha by this time. ' I 'gin to he a weary 
of the sun.' 

u Buonaparte is not yet beaten; but has rebutted 
Blucher, and re-piqued Swartzenburg. This it is to 
have a head. If he again wins, ^Vae vietis !' 

« Sunday, March 6th. 

u On Tuesday last dined with Rogers, — Mad« de Stael, 
Mackintosh^ Sheridan, Erskine, and Payne Knight,Lady 
Donegall and Miss R. there. Sheridan told a very good 
story of himself and M^ de Recamier's handkerchief; 
Erskine a few stories of himself only. She is going to 
write a big book about England, she says ; — I believe 
her. Asked by her how I liked Miss * *'s thing, called 
**, and answered (very sincerely) that I thought it very 
bad forVier, and worse than any of the others. After- 
wards thought it possible Lady Donegall, being Irish, 
might be a Patroness of *% and was rather sorry for 
my opinion, as I hate putting people int^ fusses, either 
with themselves, or their favourites; it looks as if one 
did it on purpose. The party went off very well, and 
the fish was very much to my gustOi But we got up 
too soon after the women; and Mrs Corinne always 
lingers so long after dinner, that we wish her in — the 
drawing-room. 

« To-day C. called, and, while sitting here, in came 
Merivale. During our colloquy, G. (ignorant that M 
was the writer) abused the 'maAvkishness of the Quar- 
terly Review of Grimm's Gorrespondence.' I (knowing 
'he secret) changed the conversation as soon as I could ; 
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and C. went away, quite convinced of having made the 
most favourable impression on his new acquaintance. 
Merivale is luckily a very good-^natured fellow, or God 
he knows what might have been engendered from such 
a malaprop. I did not look at him while this was going 
on, but I felt like a coal, — for I like Merivale, as well a» 
the article in question. * * * * 

u Asked to Lady Keith's to-morrow evening — I think 
I will go ;- but it is the first party invitation I have ac- 
cepted this ^ season,' as the learned Fletcher called it, 
■when that youngest brat of Lady **'s cut my eye and 
cheek open with a misdirected pebble — ' Never mind, 
my lord, the scar will be gone before the season:^ 
as if one's eye was of no importance in the mean 
time. 

it Lord Erskine called, and gave me his famous pam- 
phlet, with a marginal note and corrections in Eis 
handwriting. Sent it to be bound superbly, and shall 
treasure it. 

u Sent my fine print of Napoleon to be framed. It is 

framed ; and the emperor becomes his robes as if he had 

been hatched in them. 

« March 71I1. 

u Rose at seven — ready by half past eight— went to 
Mr Hanson's, Berkeley- square — went to church with his 
eldest daughter, Mary Anne (a good girl), and gave her 
away to the Earl of Portsmouth. Saw her fairly a coun- 
tess — congratulated the family and groom (bride) — 
drank a -bumper of wine (wholesome sherris) to their 
felicity, and all that, — and came home. Asked to stay 
to dinner, but could not. At three sat to Phillips for 
laces. Called on Lady M. — I like her so well, that I al- 
ways stay too long. (Mem. to mend of that.) 

tt Passed the evening with Hobhouse, who has begun 
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a Poem, which promises highly ; — wish he would go on 
with it. Heard some curious extracts from a life of 
Morosini, the hlundering Venetian, who hlew up the 

Acropolis at Athens with a homh, and he d d to 

him ! Waxed sleepy — ^just come home — must go to 
bed, and' am engaged to meet Sheridan to*-morrow at 
Rogers's. 

u Queer ceremony that same of marriage — saw many 
abroad, Greek and Catholic — one, at home^ many years 
ago. There be some strange phrases in the prologue 
(the exhortation), which made me turn away, not to 
laugh in the face of the surplice- man. Made one blun- 
der, when I joined the hands of the happy— rammed 
their left hands, by mistake, into one another. Cor- 
rected it — bustled back to the altar-rail, and said 
* Amen.' Portsmouth responded as if he had got the 
whole by heart ; and, if any thing, was rather before 
the priestr It is now midnight, and * * *, 

« March i oth, Thor's Day. 

mOu Tuesday dined with Rogers, — Mackintosh, She- 
ridan, Sharpe, — much talk, and good, — all, except my 
own little prattlement. Much of old. times — Home 
Tooke — the Trials — evidence of Sheridan, and anec- 
dotes of those times, when /, alas ! was an infant. If f 
had been a man, I would have made an English Lord 
Edward Fitzgerald. 

« Set down Sheridan at Brooke's, — where, by the by, 
he could not have well set down himself, as he and I 
were the only drinkers. Sherry means to stand for 
Westminster, as Cochrane must vacate. Brougham is 
a candidate. I fear for poor dear Sherry. Both have 
talents of the highest order, but the youngster has yet a 
character. We shall see, if he lives to Sherry's age, 
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how he will pass oyer the red-hot ploughshares of public 
life. I don't know why, hut I hate to see the eld 
ones lose; particularly Sheridan, notwithstaading all 
his m4chancet4. 

« Received many, and the kindest thanks, fiK>m Lady 
Portsmouth, fiere and mere, for my match-making. I 
don't regret it, as she looks the countess well, and is a 
very good girl. It is odd how wqll she carries her 
new honours. She looks a differe!nt woman, and highr 
bred^ too. I, bad no idea that I could make so good a 
peeress. 

uWent to tbe play with Hqbbous^ Mrs Jordan 
superlative in Hoyden, .and Jones well enough iji Fx>p- 
pington. What plays I w:hat wit! — helas! Congreve 
and Vanbrugh are your only comedy. Our society is 
too iiisipid now for the like copy. Would not go to 
Lady Keith's. Hobhouse thqught it ,odd. I .wonder 
he should like parties. If one is in ;1ovq, and wants 
to break a commandment and covet any thing that is 
there, they do very well. But to go out amongst the 
mere herd, without a n^otive, pleasure, or pui^uit — 
'sdeath, ^I '11 none of it;' He told me an odd i^eport, 
— that I am the actual Conrad, the veritable -Corsair, 
and that pai;t of my travels are supposed to have passed 
in privacy.. ,Ujm ! — people sometimes hit liear the4ruth ; 
but never the whole truth. H. don't know what I was 
about the year after, he left the Levant; nor dpesany 
one — tior — nor — nor — however, it is a lie — but, * I 
doubt the equivocation of the fiepd that lies like 

truth !' 

u I shall havelettersof importance to-morrow. Which, 
* *, * *, or * *? heigho ! — * * is in my heart, * * in 
my head, * * in my eye, and the single one, IJeaven 
knows where. All write, and will be answered. .'SinCe 
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I have crept in favour with myself,' I must maintain it ; 
but / never ^ mistook my person,' though I think others 
have. 

u** called to-day in great despair about his mistress, 
who has taken a freak of * * *. He began a letter to 
her, but was obliged to stop ^ort — I finished it for him, 
and he copied and sent it. If he holds out, and keeps 
to my instructions of affected indifference, she will 
lower her colours. If she don't, he will at least get 
rid of her, and she don't seem much worth keeping. 
But the poor lad is in love — if that is the case, she will 
win. When they once discover their power, ^nite ^ la 
musica. 

u Sleepy, and must go to bed. 

« Tuesday, March i5tb. 
n Dined yesterday with R., Mackintosh, and Sharpe. 
Sheridan could not come. Sharpe told several very 
amusing anecdotes of Henderson, the actor. Staid till 
late, and came home, having drank so much tea, that I 
did not get to sleep till six this morning. H. says I am 
to be in this Quarterly — cut up, I presume, as ihey ' hate 
us youth.' N^importe, As Sharpe was passing by the 
doors of some Debating Society (the Westminstej»Forum) 
in his way to dinner, he saw rubricked on the walls, 
ScotCs name and mine — * Which the best 'poet?* being 
the question of the evening; and I suppose all the Tem- 
plarg and would*bes took our rhymes in vain, "in the 
course of the controversy. Which had the greater show 
of hands, I neither know norcare; but I feel the coupling 
of the names as a compliment, — though I think Scott 

deserves better company. 

# # * * # 

tt W. W. called— Lord Erskihe, Lord Holland^ etc.. 
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etc. Wrote to ** the Corsair report. She says she 
don 't wonder, since ' Conrad is so like.'' It is odd that 
one, who knows me so thoroughly, should tell me this 
to my face. However, if she don't'know, nobody can- 
u Mackintosh is^ it seems, the writer of the defensive 
letter in the Morning Chronicle. If so, it is very kind, 

and more than I did for myself. 

* * * ♦ * 

uTold Murray to secure for me Bandello's Italian 
Novels at the sale to-morrow. To me they will be nuts. 
Redde a satire on myself, called ' Anti-Byron,' and told 
Murray to publish it if he liked. The object of the 
author is to prove me an Atheist and a systematic con- 
spirator against law * and government. Some of the 
verse is good ; the prose J don't quite understand. He 
asserts that ' my deleterious works' have had ' an effect 
upon civil society, which requires, etc. etc. etc' and his 
own poetry. It is a lengthy poem, and a long preface, 
with an harmonious title-page. Like the fly in the 
fable, I seem to have got upon a wheel which makes 
much dust; but, unlike the said fly, I do not take it all 
for my own raising* 

(( A letter from BelUiy which I answered. I shall be in 

love with her again, if I don't take care. 

***** 

«I shall begin a more regular system of reading 

soon. 

« Thursday, Marck 1 7th. 

(t I have been sparring with Jackson for exercise this 
momirrg ; and mean to continue and renew my ac- 
quaintance with the muffles. My chest, and arms, and 
wind are in very good plight, and I am not in flesh. I 
used to be a hard hitter, and my arms are very long 
for my height (5 feet 8% inches). At any rate, exercise 
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15 good, and this tbe severest of,aH; fencing and tiie 
broad-sword never fatigued me half so much. 

ttRedde the ^Quarrels of Authors' (another sort of 
sparring) — a new work, by that most entertaining and 
researching writer, Israeli. They seem to be an irritable 
set, and I wish myself well out of it. ^111 not march- 
through Coventry with them, that 's flat.' What the 
devil had I to do with scribbling? It is too late to in- 
quire, and all regr^ is useless. But, an it were to do 
again, — I should write again,.! suppose. Such is hu- 
man nature, at least my share of it; — ^though I shall 
think better of myself, if I have sense to stop now. If 
I have a wife, and that wife has a son— by any body — 
I will bring up mine heir in the most an;ti-poedcal way 
— make him a lawyer, or a pirate, or — any thing. But 
if he writes too, I shall be sure he is none of mine, and 
cut him off with a Bank toKen. Must write a letters- 
three o'clock. 

• ^Sunday, March aotli. 

u I intended to.ge to Lady Hardwicke's, but won't. I 
always begin the day with a bias towards going to par- 
lies; but, a& the evening advances, my stimulus fails, 
and I hardly ever go out — and, when I do, always re- 
gret it. This might have been a pleasant one ; at least 
the hostess is a very superior woman. Lady Lans- 
downe's to morrow — Lady Heathcote's, Wednesday. 
Um ! — I must spur myself into going to some of them^ 
or it will look like rudeness, and it is better to do as 
other people do — confound them ! 

u Redde Machiavel, parts of Ghardin, and Sismondi, 
and Bandello, — by starts. Redde. the Edinburgh, 44) 
just come out. In the beginning of the article on 
^Edgeworth's Patronage,' I have gotten a high compU- 
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ment, I perceive. Whether this is creditable to me, I 
know not; but it does honour to the editor, because lie 
once abused me. Many a man will retract praise ; 
none but a hi^jh- spirited mind will revoke its censure, 
or can praise the man it has once attacked. I have 
often, since my return to Engfland, heard Jeffrey most 
hig[hly commended by those who know him for thing^s 
independent of his talents. I admire him for this— not 
because he has praised me (I have been so praised else- 
where and abused, alternately, that mere habit has ren- 
dered me as indifferent to both as a man at twenty-six 
can be to any thing), but because he is, perhaps, the 
only man who, under the relations in which he and I 
stand, or stood, with regard to each other, would have 
had the liberality to act thus ; none but a great soul 
dared hazard it. The height on which he stands has 
not made him giddy; — a little scribbler would have 
gone on cavilling to the end of the chapter. As to the 
justice of his panegyric, that is matter of taste. There 
are plenty to question it, and glad, too, of the oppor: 
tunity. . 

« Lord Erskine called to-day. He means to carry 
down his reflections on the war — or rather wars — to 
the present day. I trust that he will. Must send to 
Mr Murray to get the binding of my copy of his pam- 
phlet finished, as Lord E. Has promised me to correct it, 
and add some marginal notes to it. Any thing in his 
handwriting will be a treasure, which will gather com- 
pound interest from years. Erskine has high expecta- 
tions of Mackintosh's promised History. Undoubtedly 
it must be a classic, when finished. 

« Sparred with Jackson again yesterday morning, and 
shall to-morrow. I feel all the better for it, in spirits) 

7- • 
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thoug;h my arms and shoulders are very stiff from it. 
Mem. to attend the pugilistic dinner — Marquis Huntley 
is in the chair, 

u Lord Erskine thinks that ministers must be in peril 
of goings out. So much the better for him. To me it 
is the same who are in or out ; — we want something 
more than a change of ministers, and some day we will 
have it. 

« I remember/ in riding from Chrisso to Castri (Del- 
phos) along the sides of Parnassus, I saw six eagles in 
the air. It is uncommon to see so many together ; and 
it was the number — not the species, which is common 
enough — that excited my attention. 

« The last bird I evei* fired at was an eaglet, on the 
shore of the Gulf of Lepanto, near Vostitza. It was 
only wounded, and I tried to save it, the eye was so 
bright ; but it pined, and died in a few days ; — and I 
never did since, and never will, attempt the death of 
another bird. I wonder what put these two things into 
my head just now? I have been reading Sismondi, and 
there is nothing there that could induce the recollection. 

u I am mightily taken with Braccio di Montone, Gio- 
vanni Galeazzo, and Eccelino. But the last is not Brae- 
ciaferro (of the same name). Count of Ravenna, whose 
history I want to trace. There is a fine engraving in 
Lavater, from a picture by Fuseli, of that Ezzelin, over 
the body of Meduna, punished by him for a hitch in 
her constancy during his absence in the Crusades. He 
was right— but I want to know the story. 



< Part of this passage has been already extracted, but I have allowed U 
to remain here in its original position, on account of the singularly sad- 
den maonar in wliirh it is introduced. 
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• Tuesday, March a 3d. 

a Last night, party at Lansdowne-house. To-night, 
party at Lady Charlotte Greville's — deplorable waste of 
time, and something of temper. Nothing imparted — 
nothing acquired — talking without ideas — if any thing 
like thought in my mind, it was not on the 'subjects on 
which we were gabbling. Heigh o ! — and in this way 
half London pass what is called life. To-morrow there 
IS Lady Heathcote's — shall I go? yes — to punish myself 
for not having a pursuit. 

a Let me see — what did I see ? The only person wli3 
much struck me was Lady S**d's eldest daughter, Lady 
C. L. They say she is not pretty. I don't know — every 
thing is pretty that pleases ; but there is an air of soul 
about her— and her colour changes — and there is that 
shyness of the antelope (which I delight in) in her man- 
ner so much, that I observed her more than I did any 
other woman in the rooms, and only looked at any thing 
else when I thought she might perceive and feel embar- 
rassed by my scrutiny. After all, there may be some- 
thing of association in this. She is a friend of Augusta's, 
and whatever she loves, T can't help liking. 

« Her mother, the marchioness, talked to me a little; 
and I was twenty times on the point of asking her to 
introduce me to saJMe^ but I stopped short. This comes 
of that affray with the Carlisles. 

« Earl Grey told me, laughingly, of a paragraph in 
the last Moniteur^ which has stated, among other symp- 
toms of rebellion, some particulars of the sensation oc* 
casioned in all our government gazettes by the * tear ' 
lines, — only amplifying, in its re-statement, an epigram 
(by the by, no epigt-am, except in the Greek acceptation 
of the word) into a roman, I wondecthe Couriers, etc.. 
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etc., have not translated that p^rt of the Moniteur, with 
additional comments. 

a The Princess of Wales has requested Fuseli to paint 
from ' the Corsair,' — leaving to him the choice of any 
passage for the subject: so Mr Locke tells me. Tired 
— jaded — selfish, and supine — must go to bed. 

u Roman\ at least Romance^ means a song sometimes, 
as in the Spanish. I suppose this is the Moniteur's 
meaning — unless he has confused it with ' the Corsair.' 

, « Albany, March a 8. 

u This night got into my new apartments, rented of 
•Lord Althorpe, on a lease of seven years. Spacious, and 
room for my books and sabres. In the house, too, an- 
other advantage. The last few days, or whole week, 
have been very abstemious, regular in exercise, and yet 
very unwell. 

u Yesterday, dined tite-a-tSte at the Cocoa "with Scrope 
Oavies — sate from six till midnight — drank between us 
one bottle of champagne and six of claret, neither of 
which wines ever affect me. Offered to take Scrope 
home in my carriage ; but he was tipsy and pious, and 
I was obliged to leave him on his knees, praying to I 
know not what purpose or pagod. No headache, nor 
sickness, that night nor to-day. Got up, if any thing, 
earlier than usual —sparred with Jackson ad sudorem, 
and have been much better in health than for many 
days. , I have heard nothing more from Scrope. Yes- 
terday paid him four thousand eight hundred pounds, a 
debt of some standing, and which I wished to have paid 
before. My mind is much relieved by the removal of 
that debit, 

u Augusta wants me to make it up with Carlisle. I 
have refused every body else, but I can't deny her any 
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thing ; so I must e'en do it, though I had as lief ' drink 
up Eisel — eat a crocodile.' Let me see — Ward, the Hol- 
lands, the Lamhs, Rogers, elc. etc. — every ho4Y9 more 
or less, have been trying for the last two years to ac- 
commodate this couplet quarrel to no purpose. I shall 
laugh if; Augusta succeeds. 

a Redde a little of many things— shall get in all my 
books to-morrow. Luckily this room will hold them — 
with ' ample room and verge, etc., the characters of hell 
to trace.' I must set about some employment soon ; my' 
heart begins to eat lY^e/^agafn. 

« April 8th. 
o Out of town six days. On my return, find my poor 
little pagod, Napoleon, pushed off his pedestal ; — the 
thieves are in Paris. It is his own faults Like Milo, he 
would rend the oak;^ but it closed again, wedged -his 
hands, and now the beasts — lion, bear, down to the dir- 
tiest jackall — may all tear him. That Muscovite winter 
wedged his arms : ever sinc6, he has fought with his feet 
and teeth. The last may still leave their marks ; and 'I 
guess now' (as the Yankies say) that he will yet play them 
a pass. He is in their rear — between them and their 
homes. Query — will they ever reach them ? 

« Saturday, April gtb, 1 8 14- 

« I mark this day ! 

« Napoleon Buonaparte has abdicated the throne of 
the world. ' Excellent well.' Methinks Sylla did better; 
for he revenged, and resigned in the height of his sway, 
red with the slaughter of his foes — the finest instance of 
glorious contempt of the rascals upon record. Diocle- 

* He adopted this thought aftervrards in his Ode to Napoleoo, as wcl . 
as most of the historical examples ia the foUo^ring paragraph. 
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sian did well too — Amurath not amiss, had he become 
aug[ht except a dervise — Charles the Fifth but so so — 
but Napoleon, worst of all. What ! wait till they were 
in his capital, and then talk of his readiness to give up 
what is already gone! ! ^ What whining monk art thou 
— what holy cheat ?' 'Sdeath ! — Dionysius at Corinth 
was yet a kin^ to this. The ' Isle of Elba ' to retire 
to ! — Well — if it had been Caprca, I should have mar- 
velled less. ' I see men's minds are but a parcel of 
their fortunes.' I am utterly bewildered and con- 
founded. 

« I don't know — but I think J, even / (an insect com- 
pared with this creature), have set my life on casts not 
a millionth part of this man's. But, after all, a crown 
may be not worth dying for. Yet, to outlive Lodi for 
this ! ! ! Oh that Juvenal or Johnson -could rise from 
the dead ! * Expende — quot Tibras in duce summo in- 
venies?' I knew they were light in the balance of mor- 
tality; but I thought their living dust weighed more 
carats. Alas ! this imperial diamond! hath a flaw in it 
and is now hardly fit to stick in a glazier's pencil : — the 
pen of the historian won't rate it worth a ducat. 

u Psha ! ^ so mething too much of this.' But I won't 
give him up even now ; though all his admirers have^ 
* like the Thanes, fall'n from him.' 

« April i^tb. 

»I do not know that I am happiest when alone; but 
this I am sure of, that I never am long in the society 
even of her Hove (God knows too well, and the Devil 
probably too), without a yearning for the company of 
my lamp and my utterly confused and tumbled-ovec 
library.' Even in the day, I send away my carriage 

< •• As much eompauy,* says Pop^^ • as I have kept, and as much as I 
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oftener than I use or abuse it. Per esempio^ — I have 
not stirred out of these rooms for these four days past; 
but I have sparred for exercise (windows open) with 
Jackson an hour daily, to attenuate and keep up the 
ethereal part of me. The more violent the fatigue^ the 
better my spirits for the rest of the day; and then, my 
evenings have that calm nothingness of languor, which 
I most delight in. T©-day I have boxed one hour — 
nvritten an ode to Napoleon Buonaparte — copied it — 
eaten six- biscuits — drunk four bottles of soda water — 
redde away the rest of my time — besides giving poor 
* * a world of advice about this mistress of his who is 
plaguing him into a phthisic and intolerable tedious- 
ness. I am a pretty fellow truly to lecture about ' the 
sect.' No matter, my counsels are all thrown away. 

« April igtlr, 18 1 4- 
« There is ice at both poles, north andsouth — all ex- 
tremes are the same — misery belongs to the highest and 
the lowest only, — to the emperor and the beggar, when 
unsixpenced and unthroned. There is, to be sure, a 
damned insipid medium — an equinoctial line — no one 
knows where, except upon maps and measurement. 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. 

I will keep no further journal of that same hesternal 
torch-light; and, to prevent me from returning, like a 
dog, to the vomit of memory, I tear out the remaining 
leaves of this volume, and write, in Ipecacuanha^ — 
*that the Bourbons are restored ! ! !' 'Hang up philo- 
sophy.' To be sure, I have long despised myself and 

love it, 1 love reading better, and would ratlier be employed in reading 
tlian iu Uie most agreeable conversalioa.* 
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man, but I never spat in the face of my species before 
— O fool ! I shall go mad.' » 

The perusal of this singular Journal having made 
the reader acquainted with the chief occurrences that 
marked the present period of his history — the publica- 
tion of the Corsair, the attacks upon him in the news- 
papers, etc. — there only remains. for me to add his cor- 
respondence at the same period, by which the mood$ 
and movements of his mind, during these events, will 
be still further illustrated. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Sanday, Jao. a, i8j4« 
u Excuse this dirty paper — it is the /penultimate half- 
sheet of a quire. Thanks for your book and the Ln» 
Ghron. Which I return. The Corsair is copied, and now 
at Lord HoHaod's; but I wish Mr Gifford to have it 
to-night. 

u Mr Dallas is very perverse; so that I have offended 
both him and you, when I really meaned to do good, at 
least to one, and certainly not to annoy either.' But 

* He had made a present of the copyright of « The Corsair » (o Mr Ha- 
lasy who thus describes the manaer in ^hich the gift was bestowed: — 
« On tfa'e 38th of December, I called in the morning on Lord Byron, whom 
1 found composing * The Corsair. ' He had been working upon it but a 
few days, and he read me the pprtion he had written. After some obser- 
vations, he said,. * I have a great mind — I will/ He then added that he 
should finish it soon, and asked me to accept of the copyright. 1 was 
much surprised. He had, before he was aware of the value of his w(»rks, 
declared that he never would take money for them, and that I sKouKl 
have the whole advantage of all he wrote. ' This declaration became mo- 
rally void when the question was about thousands, instead of a few hun- 
dreds; and I perfectly .agree with the addaired and admirable Author of 
Wavcrley, that * the wise and good accepir not gifts which are made ia 
beat of blood, and which may be after repented of.' — I felt this on the 
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I shall manage him, I hope.— I am pretty confident of 
the Tale itself; hut one cannot he sure. If I get it from 
Lord Holland, it shall he sent. Yours, etc.» 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« [Jan. 18 1 4-] 

« I will answer your letter this evening : in the mean 
time, it may he sufficient to say, that there was no in- 
tention on my part to annoy you, but merely to serve 
Dallas, and also to rescue myself from a possible impu- 
tation that / had other objects than fame in writing so 
frequently. "Whenever I avail myself of- any profit 
arising from my pen, depend upon it, it is not for my 
own convenience ; at least it never has been so, and I 
hope never will. 

« P.S. — I shall answer this evening, and will set all 
right about Dallas. I thank you for your expressions 
of personal regard, which I can assure you I do not 
lightly value. » 

LETTER CLV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

t 

« January 6, 1 8 1 4* 
ttl have got a devil of a long story in the press, 
entitled ^The Corsair,' in the regular heroic measure. 
It is a pirate's isle, peopled with my own creatures, 
and you may easily suppose they do a world of mis- 
sale of ' Childe Harold,' and obsenred it to htm. The copyright of ' The 
Giaour* and ' The Bride of Abydos' remained undisposed of, though the 
poems were selling rapidly, nor had I the slightest notion that he would 
ever again give me a copyright, fiut as he continued in the resolution 
of not appropriating the sale of his works to his own use, 1 did not scruple 
to accept that of * The Corsair,' and I thanked him. He asked me to call 
aud hear the portions read as he wrote them. I went every morning, 

VOL. II. 8 
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chief through the three Cantos. Now for your Dedi- 
cation — if you will accept it. This is positively my last 
experimeat on public literary opinion, till I tura my 
thirtieth year, — if so be I flourish until that downhill 
period. I hr.ve a confidence for you — a perplexing one 
to me, and, jast at present, in a state of abeyance in 
itself. ******* 

«« * * ** « » « 

However, we shall see. In the mean time, you may 
amuse yourself with my suspense, and put all the 
justices of peace in requisition, in case I come into 
your county with ' hackbut bentJ 

u Seriously, whether I am to hear from her or him^ 
it is a pause, which I shall fill up with as few thoughts 
of my own as I can borrow from other people. Any 
thing is better than stagnation; and now, in the inter- 
regnum of my autumn and a strange summer adven- 
ture, which I don't like to think of (I don't mean * *'s, 
liowever, which is laughable only), the antithetical 
state of my lucubrations makes me alive, and Macbeth 
can 'sleep no more:*— he was lucky in getting rid of 
the drowsy sensation of waking again. 

« Pray write to me. I must send you a copy of the 
letter of Dedication. When do you come out? I am 
sure we don't clash this time, for I am all at sea, and 
in action, — and a wife, and a mistress, etc. etc. 

a Thomas, thou art a happy feljow; but if you wish 
us to be so, you must come up to town, as you did last 

and was astonished at the rapidity of his compositioB. He g»Te me ili« 
9eem complete on New-year's day, iftM, wying, that my acceptance of 
it gave him (p'cat pleasare, and that I was ftdly at liberty to poMUi it 
with any bookseller 1 pleased, independent of the profit.* 

Oat of this last-mentioned permission arose a mcmientary embarraia* 
meat between the noble poet and bis publisher, to which the above notes 
allude. 
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year; and we shall have a world to say, and to see, and 
to keav. Let aae hear from you. 

aP.S. — Of course you will keep my secret, and don't 
eveBL talk in your sleep of it. Happen what may, your 
Dedicatioa is ensured, bein^ already written; and I 
shall capy it out fair to-night^ in case business or 
amusement — Amant cdtema Canuxnat.n 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Jan. 7, 18 14- 

ttYou don't like the Dedication — very well, there is 
another : but you will send the other to Mr Moore, that he 
may know I had written it. I send also mottos for the 
Cantos. I think you will allow that an elephant may 
be more sagacious, but cannot be more docile. 

« Yours, 

« Bn. 
u The name is again altered to Medora^ u ' 

LETTER CLVL 

TO MR MOORE. 

» January Sili, 18 14. 
(c As it would not be fair to press you into a Dedica- 
tion, without previous notice, I send you two^ and I wil] 
tell you why two. The first, Mr M., who sometimes 
takes upon him the critic (and I bear it from astonish-- 
ment\ says, may do you Aarm^God forbid !-^this 
alone makes me listen to him. The fact is, he is a 
damned Tory, and has, I dare swear, something of 
self, which I cannot divine, at the bottom of his objec- 
tion, as it is the allusion to Ireland to which he objects. 
But he be d— d — thoisgb a good fellow enough (your 
sinner would not be worth a d — n). 

' It had been at first Genevra, — ^not FranccKa, as Mr Dallas asserts. 
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a Take your choice; — no one, save he and Mr Dallas, 
has seen either, and D. is quite on my side, and for the 
first. ' If I can but testify to you and the world how 
truly I admire and esteem you, I shall be quite satisfied. 
As to prose, I don't know Addison's from Johnson's; 
but I will try to mend my cacology. Pray perpend, 
pronounce, and don't be offended with either. 

u My last epistle would probably put you in a fidget. 
But the devil, who ought to be civil on such occasions, 
proved soj and took my letter to*the right place^ 



u Is it not odd? — the very fate I said she had escaped 
from * *, she has now undergone from the worthy * *. 
Like Mr Fitzgerald, shall J not lay claim to the charac- 
ter of Vates ?' — as he did in the Morning Herald for pro- 
phesying the fall of Buonaparte, — who, by the by, I 
doii't think is yet fallen. I 'wish he would rally and 
rout your legitimate sovereigns, having a mortal hate 
to all royal entails.-T-9i4 ) am scrawling a treatise. 
Good night. £ver, etc. v 

t The first was, of coitrtc, the one that I preferred. The other ran as 
follows :— 

« kT DEAR MOOHE, « January 7th, 1 8i 4* 

« I had written to you a long letter of dedication, which I snppress, 
because, though it contained something relating to you which every one 
had been glad to hear, yet there was too much ahont politics, and poesy, 
and all things whatsoever, ending with diat topic on which most men are 
fluent, and none very amu^iDgr—on^'s self. It might have been re-written ; 
-^but to what purpose ? My praise could add nothing to your well- 
earned and firmly-established fame : and with my most hearty admiration 
of your talents, and delight in your conversation, you are already ac- 
quainted. In availing myself of your friendly permission to inscribe thig 
Poem to you, 1 can only wish the offering were as worthy your acceptance!, 
as your regard is dear to, 

« Tours, most affectionately and faithfully, 

« Byron.* 
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to MR MURRAY. 

« Jan. iith, i8i4* 
a Correct this proof by Mr Gifford's (and from the 
MSS.), particularly as to the pointing. I have added a 
• section for Gulnare, to fill up the parting, and dismiss 
her more ceremoniously. If Mr Gifford or you dislike, 
h is but a sponge and another midnig;ht better employed 
than in yawning over Miss**; who, by the by, may 

soon return th^ compliment. 

» 

^ « Wednesday or Thursday. 

tt P.S. — I have redde * *. It is full of praises of Lord 
Ellenborough!!! (from which I infer near and dear 
relations at the bar), and * * *. 

a I do not love Madame de Stael, but, depend upon 
it, she beats all your natives hollow as an authoress, in 
my opinion; and I would not say this if I could help it. 

a P.S. — Pray report my best acknowledgments to 
Mr Gifford in any words that may best express how 
truly his kindness obliges me. I won't bore him with 
lip thanks or nates, n 

TO MR MOORE. 

• January i3, i8i4- 
c( I have but a moment to write, but all is as it should 
be. I have said really far short of my opinion, but if 
you think enough, 1 am content. IVill you return the 
proof by the post, as I leave town on Sunday, and have 
no other corrected copy. I put ' servant,' as being less 
femiliar before the public; because I don't like pre- 
suming upon our friendship to infringe upon forms. 
As to the other word, you may be sure it is one I cannot 
hear or repeat too often. 
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u I write in an agony of haste and confusion. — 
Perdonate.)) 

LETTER CLVIL 

TO MR MUaaAY. 

« Jan. i5, i8i4* 
<c Before any proof goes to Mr Gifford, it may be as 
well to revise this, where there are words omitted^ faults 
committed, and the devil knows what. As to the Dedi- 
cation, I cut out the parenthesis of ilfr , ' but not another 
word shall move unless for a better. Mr Moore has 
seen, and decidedly preferred the part your Tory bile 
sickens at. If every syllable were a rattle-snake, or 
every letter a pestilence, they should not be expunged. 
Let those who cannot swallow chew the expressions on 
Ireland ; or should even Mr Croker array himself in all 
his terrors against them, I care for none of you, except 
Gifford; and he VTon^t abuse me^ except I deserve it — 
which will at least reconcile me to his justice. As to 
the poems in Hobhouse's volume, the translation from 
the Romaic is well enough : but the best of the other 
volume (of mine, I mean) have been already printed. 
But do as you please — only, as I shall be absent when 
you come out, do, pray^ let Mr Dallas and you have a 
care of the pre^. « Yours, etc. » 

TO Ma BtnilAAT. 

[« lSi4) Jan* i'6.] 
« I do believe that the devil never created or pervert- 
ed such a fiend as the fool of a printer. ^ I am obliged 

I He had, at first, after the words « Soott alone,* inserted, in a pares- 
thesis,—* « He will excuse the My*— 'we do not say Mr Caesar.'* 

* The amasing rages into whiclihewas thrown by the printer were 
vented not only in these notes, butfre(|ucntty on the proof-sheets them- 
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to enclose y6a, iuckify for me, this second proo^ cor* 
reotedf becaase there is an ingenuity in his blonders 
pecnliar to himself. Let ^e press be guided by the 
present sheet. u Years, etc. 

u Bum the other* 

u Correct this also by the other in some thin^ which 
I may have forgotten. There is one mistake he made, 
which, if it bad stood, I would most certainly have 
broken his iKck.» 

LETTER CLVIIL 

TO Sm MURBAT. 

« 19 ewstead Abbey, January ssd, i8i4* 
tt Tou will be glad to hear of my safe arrival here* 
The time of my return will depend upon the weather, 
which is so impracticable that this letter has to advance 
through more snows than ever opposed the emperor's 
retreat. The roads are impassable, aiid return impos- 
^le for the present; which I do not regpret, as I am 
much at my ease, and six-andr-twenty complete this day 
—a very f»netty age, if it would always last. Our coals 
are excellent, our fire-places large, my cellar full, and 
my liead empty ; and I have not yet recovered my joy 
at leaving London. If any unexpected turn occurred 
with my purchasers, I believe I should hardly quit the 
place at all; but shut my door, and let my beard grow. 
« I fofgot to mention (and I hope it is unnecessary) 
that the lines beginning-^^emeiii6er kim^ etc., must not 

selves. Hius, a passage in the Dedication having been printed « the first 
of her bands in estimation, » he writes in the margin, « bards, not bands— ~ 
was there ever sack a smpMl misprint ?• and, in correcting a line that 
had been curtailed of its due number of syllables, he says, « Do not orois 
words — it is quite enough to alter or mis-spell them.» 
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appear with the Corsair. Tou may slip them in with 
the smaller pieces newly annexed to Childe Harold'^ hut 
on no account permit ihem to he appended to the Cor- 
sair. Have the goodness to recollect this particularly. 

« The books I have hrought with me are a great con- 
solation for the confinement, and I bought more as we 
came along. In short, I never consult the thermometer, 
and shall not put up prayers for a thaw^ unless I 
thought it would sweep away the rascally invaders of 
France. Was ever such a thing as Blucher's procla- 
mation? 

c( Just before I left town, Remble paid me the com- 
pliment of desiring me to write a tragedy ; I wish I could, 
but I find my scribbling mood subsiding — not before it 
was time; but it is lucky to check it at all. If I leng- 
then my letter, you will think it is coming on again; so, 
good bye. « Yours alway, 

<cB. 

* 

tt P.S.— If you hear any news of battle or retreat on 
the part of the Allies (as they call them), pray send it. 
He has my best wishes to manure the fields of France 
with an invading army. I hate invaders of all countries, 
and have no patience with the cowardly cry of exulta- 
tion over him, at whose name you all turned whiter than 
the snow to which you are indebted for your triumphs. 

« I open my letter to thank you for yours just receiv- 
ed. The * Lines to a Lady Weeping' must go with the 
Corsair. I care nothing for consequence, on this point. 
My poUtics are to me like a young mistress to an old 
man — the worse they grow, the fonder I becom'e of 
them. As Mr Gifford likes the ^Portuguese Transla- 
tion,' ^ pray insert it as an addition to the Corsair. 

* His translation of the pretty Portuguese song, « Tn mi chamas. » He 
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(c In all points of difference between Mr Gifford and 
Mr Dallas, let the first keep his place ; and in all points 
of difference between Mr Gifford and Mr Anybody-else, 
I shall abide by the former; if I am wrong, I can't help 
it* Bat I would rather not be right with any other 
person. So there is an end of that matter. After all 
the trouble he has taken about me and mine, I should be 
very ungrateful to feel or act otherwise. Besides, in 
point of judgment, he is not to be lowered by a compa- 
rison. Tn politics^ he may be right too; but that witH 
me is z. feeling y and I can't torify my nature. » 

LETTER CLIX. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Newstead Abbey, Febraary4d>9 t8i4> 
« I need liot say that your obliging letter was very 
welcome, and not the less so for being unexpected. 

a It doubtless gratifies me much that out finale has 
pleased, and that the curtain drops gracefully* * You 
deserve it should, for your promptitude and good na- 
ture in arranging immediately with Mr Dallas; and I 
can assure you that I esteem your entering so warmly 
into the subject, and writing to me so soon upon it, as 
a personal obligation. We shall now part, I hope, 

was tempted to try another Yerrion of this ingenious thought^ which is, 
perhaps, still more happy, and has never, I believe, appeared in print. 

« Tou call me still yonr Ufe" ah ! change the word- 
Life is as transient as th' inconstant's sigh; 
' Say rather I 'm your soul ; more jast that name. 
For, like the soul, my love can never die.» 

■ It will be recollected diat he had atinounced the Corsair as « the 
last production with which he should trespass on public patience for some 
years.* 
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sadsfied widi eadi other. I was axtd am quite in earnest 
in my pre£itory promise not to intrnde any more; and 
this not from any a£fectation, haC a thorough convktion 
that it U the heU policy, and is at least respectful to my 
readers, as it shows that I would not willingly ran the 
nsL of forfeiting their favour in future. Besides, I have 
ikther views and objects, and think that I shall keep diis 
resolution; for, since I left London, though shut up, 
siaouA-hound, ihaw-bound^ and tempted with all kinds 
of paper, the dirtiest of ink, and the bluntest of pens, I 
have not even been haunted by a wi^ to put than to 
their combined uses, except in letters of business. My 
rhyming propensity is quite gone, and I feel much as I 
did at Patras on recovering from my fever — weak, but 
in health, and only afraid of a relapse. I do most 
fervently hope I never shall. 

u I see by the Morning Chronide there hath been 
discussion in the Courier; and I read in the Morning 
Post a wrathful letter about Mr Moore, in which some 
Protestant Reader has made a sad confiision about India 
and Ireland. 

a You are to do as you please about the smaller 
poems ; but I think removing them now from the Corsair 
looks likey^or; and if so, you must allow me not to be 
pleased. I should also suppose that, after the fuss of 
these newspaper esquires, diey would materially assist 
the circulation of the Corsair; an object I should ima- 
gine at present of more importance to yourself than 
Childe Harold^s seventh appearance. Do as you like ; but 
don't allow the withdrawing that poem to draw any 
. imputation of dismay upon me. 

u Pray make my respects to Mr Ward, whose praise I 
value most highly, as you well know ; it is in the appro- 
bation of such men that fame becomes worth having. 
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To Mr Gifibrd I am always grateful, aod surely Dot less 
so now than eyer* And so good night to my authcMrsh^. 

<cl lia^e been sauntering and dozing here tery 
qnietly, and not imhappily. You will be happy to 
hear that I hare completely established my title-deeds 
as markeftable, and that the purchaser has succumbed 
to the terms, and fulfils them, or is to fulfil them forth- 
with. He is now here, and we go on very amicably 
together — one in each wing of the Abbey. We set off 
on Sunday — 1 for town, he for Cheshire. 

« Mrs Leigh is with me — much pleased with the place, 
and less so with me for parting with it, to which not 
even the price can reconcile her. Your parcel has not 
yet arrived — at least the Mags. etc. ; but I have received 
Ghilde Harold and the Corsair. I believe both are very 
correctly printed, which is a great satisfaction. 

u I thank you for wishing me in town ^ but I think 
one's success is most felt at a distance, and I enjoy my 
solitary self-importance in an agreeable sulky way of 
my own, upon the strength of your letter— for which I 
once more thank you, and am,.very truly, etc. 

w P.S. — Don't you think Buonaparte's next publica- 
tion will be rather expensive to th^ Allies? Perry's 
Paris letter of yesterday looks very neviving. What a 
Hydra andBriareus it is! I wish they would pacify: 
Acre is no end to this campaigning. » 

LETTER CLX. 

TO Hft MURRAY. 
« Newstead Abbey, Febraary Sth, i8i4- 
u 1 quite forgot, in my answer of yesterday, to men- 
tion that I bave no means of ascertaining whether the 
Newark Pirate has been doing what you say.' If so, 

> Reprinting the « Hours, of Idleness.* 
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he is a rascal, and a shabby rascal too; and if his of- 
fence is punishable by law or pug^ism, he shall be fined 
or buffeted. Do you try and discover, and I will make 
some inquiry here. Perhaps some other in town may 
have gone on printing, and iised the same deception. 

(c The facsimile is omitted in Childe Harold^ which is 
very awkward, as there is a note expressly on the sub- 
ject. Pray replace it as usuaL 

((On second and third thoughts, the withdrawing 
the small poems from the Corsair (even to add to Childe 
Harold) looks like shrinking and shuffling, after the 
fuss made upon one of them by the Tories. Pray re- 
place them in the Corsair's appendix. I am sorry that 
Childe Harold requires some and such abetments to 
make him move off: but, if you remember,.! told you 
his popularity would not be permanent. It is very 
lucky for the author that he had made up his mind 
to a temporary reputation in time. The truth is, 
I do not think that any of the present day (and least of 
all, one who has not consulted the flattering side of 
human niature) have much to hope from posterity ; and 
you may think it affectation very probably, but to me, 
my present and past success has appeared very singular, 
since it was in the teeth of so many prejudices. I al- 
most think people like to be contradicted. If Childe 
Harold flags, it will hardly be worth while to go on 
with the engravings : but do as you please; I have done 
with the whole concern ; and the enclosed lines written 
years ago, and copied from my skull-cup, are among 
the last with which you will be troubled. If you like, 
add them to Childe Harold, if only for the sake of an- 
other outcry. You received so long an answer yester- 
day, that I will not intrude on you further than to 
repeat myself « Yours, etc. 
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« PJS. — Of course, in reprinting (ifyou have occasion), 
you will take great care to be correct. .The present 
editions seem very much so, except in the last note of 
Childe Harold, where the word respojtsible occurs twice, 
nearly together ; correct the second into answerable, n 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Newark, February 6di, i8i4- 
u I am thus far on my way to town. Master Ridge' 
I have seen, and he owns to having reprinted some 
sheets, to make up a few complete remaining copies! 
I have now given him fair warning, and if he plays 
such tricks again, I must either get an injunction, or 
call for an account of profits (as I never have parted 
with the copyright), or, in short, any thing vexatious to 
repay him in his own way. If the weather does not 
relapse, I hope to be in town in a day or two. 

(( Yours, etc. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

«Febnii|ry7tli, i8i4* 

u I see all the papers in a sad commotion with those 
eight lines ; and the Morning Post, in particular, has 
found out that I am a sort of Richard III, — deformed 
in mind and body. The last piece of information is not 
very new to a man who passed five years at a public 
school. 

c( I am very sorry you cut out those lines for Childe 
Harold. Pray reinsert them in their old place in ' The 
Corsair.')) 

< The printer at Niewark. 
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LETTER CLXI. 

TO MR HODGSON. 

• 

• February aStla^ i8i4- 
« There is a young^ster — and a clever one, named 
Reynolds, who has just published a poem called 'Safie/ 
published by Cawthorne. He is in the most natural 
and fearful apprehension of the Reviewers — and as you 
and I both know by experience the effect of such things 
upon a young mind, I wish you would take his produc- 
tion into dissection and do it gently, I cannot, because 
it is inscribed to me; but I assure you this is not my 
motive for wishing him to be tenderly entreated, but 
because I know the misery, at his time of life, of unto- 
ward remarks upon first appearance. 

« Now for self. Pray thank your cousin — it is just as 
It should be, to my liking, and probably more than will 
suit any one else's. I hope and trust that you are well 
and well doing. Peace be with you. Ever yours, 
my dear friend. » 

LETTER CLXIL 

TO MR MOORE. ' 

« February lotb, i8i4- 
«I arrived in town late yesterday evening, having 
been absent three weeks, which I passed in Notts, quietly 
and pleasantly. You can have no conception of the 
uproar the eight lines on the little Royalty's weeping in 
1812 (now republished) have occasioned. The R**, 
who had always thought them yours, chose— God knows 
why— on discovering them to be mine, to be affected 
' in sorrow rather than anger.' The Morning Post, Sun, 
Herald, Courier, have all been in hysterics ever since. 
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M. is in a fright, and wanted to shuffle-* and the abuse 
against me in all directions is vehement, unceasinjg^, 
loud — same of it good, and all of it hearty. I feel a 
little compunctious as to the R* *'8 regret; — ^ would he 
had been only angry ! but 1 fear him not.' 

u Some of these same assail ments you have probably 
seen. My person (which is excellent for ^the nonce') 
has been denounced in verses, the more like the subject, 
inasmuch as they halt exceedingly. Then, in another, 
I am an atheist — a rebel — and, at last, the Devil {boiteuxy 
I presume). My demonism seems to be a female's con- 
jecture : if so^ perhaps, I could convince her that I am 
but a mere mortal^— if a queen of the Amazons may be 
believed, who says ql^ujtw ;^o^o^ aifte. I quote from mie- 
mory, so my Greek is probably deficient; but the pas- 
sage ift meant to mean « « « «^ 

^Seriously, I am in, what the learned call, a dilem- 
ma, and the vulgar, a scrape; and my friends desire me 
not to be in a passion, and like Sir Fretful, I assure 
them that lam ^ quite calm,' — but I am nevertheless in 
a fury. 

tt Since I wrote thus far, a friend has come in, and 
we have been talking and buffooning, till I have quite 
lost the thread of my thoughts; and, as I won't send 
them unstrung to you, good morning, and 

« Believe me ever, etc. 

((P.S. — Murray, during my absence,, omitted the 
Tears in several of the copies. I have made him re- 
place them, and am very wroth with his qualms; — 
— 'as the wine is poured out, let it be drunk to the 
dr^.*» 

TO MA miEBAT. 

« February lOth, 181 4* 

mI am much better^ and indeed quite well this morn- 
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ing. I have received two, but I presume there are 
more of the jina, subsequently, and also sometliin^ 
previous, to which the Morning Chronicle replied. You 
also mentioned a parody on the SkulL I wish to see 
them all, because there may be things that require no- 
tice either by pen or person* « Yours, etc. 

u You need not trouble yourself to answer this; but 
send me the things when you get them, n 

TO Ma MUnAAT. 

« Febniary i ath, 1 8 1 4- 
<c If you have copies of the * Intercepted Letters/ Lady- 
Holland would be g^ad of a volume, and when you 
have served others, have the goodness to think of your 
humble servant. 

(( You have played the devil by that injudicious sup- 
pression^ which you did totally without my consent. 
Some of the papers have exactly said what might be 
expected. Now I do not, and will not be supposed to 
shrink, although myself and every thing belonging to 
me were to perish with my memory. 

tt Yours, etc. 

«Bh. 
a P. S. — Pray attend to what I stated yesterday on 
t^cAnica/ topics.)) 

LETTER CLXIIL 

TO Ma MURRAY. 

« Monday, Febraary i4dk, i8i4- 

c( Before I left town yesterday, I wrote you a note, 

which I presume you received. I have heard so many 

different accounts of jourproceedings, or rather of those 

of others towards you, in consequence of the publica- 
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tkm of these everiasting lioes, that I am anxious to hear 
from yourself the real state of tbe case. Whatever re- 
sponsibility, obloquy, or cAect is to arise from the publi- 
cation, should surely not fall upon you in any degree; 
and I can have noobjection to your station as distinctly 
and publicly as you please, your umfvillingness to 
publish them, and my own obstinacy upon the subject. 
Tal^e any course you please to vindicate yourself, but 
leave me to fight my own way, and, as I before said, do 
not compromise me by any thing which may look like 
shrinking on my part; as for your own, make the best 
of it. « Yours, 

« Bn.»i 

LETTER CLXIV. 

TO MR ROGERS. 

nFebrnaiy i6th, i8i4* 

A HT DEAR ROQERS, 

nl wrote to Lord Holland briefly, but I hope dis- 
tinctly, on the subject which has lately occupied much 
of my conversation with him and you.' As things now 
stand, upon that topic my detennination must be un- 
alterable. 

a I declare to you most sincerely, that there is no 
human being on whose regard and esteem I set a higher 
value. than on Lord Holland's; and, as far as concerns 
himself, I would concede even to humiliation without 
any view to the future, and solely from my sense of 
his conduct as to the past. For the rest, f conceive diat 
I have already done all in my power by the suppres- 
sion.' If diat is not enough, they must act as they 

1 Relatiire to a proposed reconciliation between Lord Carlisle and him- 
self. 

* Of the Satire. 

8. 
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please; but I will not ^ teach my tongue a most inherent 
baseness,' come what may. Tou will probably be at 
the Marquis Lansdowne's to-night. I am asked, but I 
am not sure that I shall be able to go. Hobhouse will 
be there. I think, if you knew him well, you would 
like him. 

u Believe me always yours very affectionately, 

((B.» 

LETTER CLXV. 

TO Bia ROGERS. 

« February iGth, i8i4* 

tt If Lord Holland is satisfied, as far as regards him- 
self and Lady Hd., and as this letter expresses him to 
be, it is enough. 

« As for any- impression the public may receive from 
the revival of the lines on Lord Carlisle, let them keep 
it, — the more favourable for him, and the worse for me 
— better for alL 

u All the sayings and doings in the world shall not 
make me utter another word of conciliation to any 
thing that breathes. I shall bear what I can, and what 
I C2|nnot, I shall resist. The worst they could do would 
be to exclude me from society. I have never courted 
it, nor, I may add, in the general sense of the word, 
enjoyed it — and ' there is a world elsewhere !' 

(c Any thing remarkably injurious, I have the same 
means of repaying as other men, with such interest as 
circumstances may annex to it. 

a Nothing but the necessity of adhering to r^imen 
prevents me from dining with you to-morrow. 

« I am yours most truly, 

icBN.n 
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LETTER CLXVI. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« February 16th, 18 14* 
((You may be assured that the only prickles that 
sting from the Royal hedgehog are those which possess 
a torpedo property, and may benumb some of my 
friends. / am quite silent, and ^ hush'd in grim repose.' 
The frequency of the assaults has weakened their ef- 
fects, — if ever they had anyj — and, if they had had 
much, I should hardly have held my tongue, or with- 
held my fingers. It is something quite new to attack 
a man for abandoning his resentments. . I have heard 
that previous praise and subsequent vituperation were 
rather ungrateful, but I did not know that it was 
wrong to endeavour to do justice to those who did not 
wait till I had made some amends for former and boyish 
prejudices, but received me into their friendship, when 
I might still have been their enemy. . 

c(Tou perceive justly that I must, intentionally have 
made my fortune, like Sir Francis Wronghead. It 
were better if there were more merit in my independ- 
ence, but it really is something now-a-days to be inde- 
pendent at all, and the less temptation to be otherwise, 
the more uncommon the case, in these times of para- 
doxical servility. I believe that most of our hates and 
likings have been hitherto nearly the same; but from 
henceforth, they must, of necessity, be one and indi- 
visible, — and now for it ! I am for any weapon, — the 
pen, till one can find something sharper, will do for a 
beginning. 

u You can have no conception of the ludicrous so- 
lemnity with which these two stanzas have been treat 
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ed. The Morning Post gave notice of an intended 
motion in the House of my brethren on the subject, 
and God he knows what proceedings besides ; — and all 
this, as Bedreddin in the ^Nights' says, 'for making a 
cream tart without pepper.' This last piece of inteU 
ligence is, i presume, too laughable to be true ; and the 
destruction of die Custom-house appears to have, in 
som6 degree, inta'feped with mine ;-*-added to which, 
the last battle of Buonaparte has usurped the cotumn 
hitherto deviyted to my buUeCin. 

« I ^nd you from this day's Morning Post the best 
which have hitherto appeared on this 'impudent dog- 
gerel,' as the Courier calls it. There was another about 
my dtee, when a boy — not at all bad — sonu time ago; 
but the rest are but indifferent. 

u I shall think about your oratorical faint;' — bat I 
have never set much upon ' that cast,' and am grown 
as tired as Solomon of every thing, and of myself more 
than any thing. T%is is being what the learned oaU 
philosophical, and the vulgar, lack-a-daisical. I am, 
however, always glad of a blessing; ■ pray, repeat yours 
soon,— at least your letter, and I shall think the iMne- 
diction included. 

« Ever, etc. » 

LETTER CLXVII. 

1K> Mil hktLkS. 

« Feb. 17th, lSt4. 

((The Courier of this evening accuses me of having 
' received and pocketed* large sums for my works. I 

« I had endeavoured to pertaade Um to take a part in parliamentary 
affairsy and to exercbe bis talent for oratory more frequently. 

> In (including my lietter, having said « God bless yon ! » I added— 
that is, if you have no objection.* 
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have niever yet received, nor wished to receive, a far- 
thing for any. Mr Murray offered a thousand for the 
Giaour and Bride of Ahydos, which I said was too much, 
and that if he could afford it at the end of six months^ 
I would then direct how it might be disposed of; but 
neither then, nor at any other period, have I ever 
availed myself of the profits on my own account. For 
the republication of the Satire, I refused four hundred 
guineas ; and for the previous editions I never asked 
nor received a souSj nor for any writing whatever, i 
do not widi you to do any thing disagreeable to your- 
sdf ; there never was nor shall be any conditions nor 
stipulations with regard to any accommodation that i 
couM afford you; and, on your part, I can see nothing 
derogatory in receiving the copyright. It was only 
assistance afforded to a worthy man, by one not quite 
so worthy* 

u Mr Murray is going to contradict this; ' but your 
name will not be mentioned : for your own part, you 
are a free agent, and are to do as you please. I only 
hope that now, as always, you will think that I wi^ to 
take no unfair advantage oi the accidental opportunity 
which circumstances permitted me of being of use 
10 you. 

a Ever, etc.» 

In consequence of this letter, Mr Dallas addressed an 
explanation to one of the newspapers, of which the 
following is a part; — ^tfae remainder being occupied 
with a rather clumsily managed defence of his noble 
benefactor on the sul^ect crfthe Stanzas. 

« The statemeat of the Courier, etc. 



190 NOTICES OF THE a. d. i8i4- 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE MORNING POST. 

a SIR, 

((I have seen the paragraph in an evening paper, in 
which Lord Byron is accused of ' receiving and pocket- 
ing' large sums for his works. I believe no one who 
knows him has the slightest suspicion of this kind; but 
the assertion being public, I think it a justice. I owe to 
Lord Byron to contradict it publicly. I address this 
letter to you for that purpose, and I am happy that it 
gives me an opportunity at this moment to make some 
observations which I have for several days been anxious 
to do publicly, but from which I have been restrained 
by an apprehension that I should be suspected of being 
prompted by his lordship. 

u I take upon me to affirm that Lord Byron never 
received a shilling for any of his works. To my 
certain knowledge, the profits of the Satire were left 
entirely to the publisher of it. The gift of the copy- 
right of Ghilde Harold's Pilgrimage, I have already 
publicly acknowledged in the dedication of the new 
edition of my novels; and I now add my acknow- 
ledgment for that of the Corsair, not only for the pro- 
fitable part of it, but for the. delicate and delightful 
manner of bestowing it while yet unpublished. With 
respect to his two other poems,' the Giaour and the 
Bride of Abydos, Mr Murray, the publisher of them, 
can truly attest that no part of the sale of them has 
ever touched his hands, or been disposed of for his use. 
Having said thjus much as to facts, I cannot but express 
my surprise that it should ever be deemed a matter of 
reproach that he should appropriate the pecuniary 
returns of his works. Neither rank nor fortune seems 
to me to place any man above this ; for what difference 
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does it make in Lonour and noble feelings, whether a 
copyright be bestowed, or its value employed in bene- 
ficent purposes? I differ with my Lord B^ron on this 
subject, as well as some others; and he has constantly, 
both by word and action, shown his aversion to re- 
ceiving money for his productions.)) 

LETTER CLXVIIL 

TO MR MOORE. 

m February aGth, iBi4* 
u Dallas had, perhaps, have better kept silence; — but 
that was his concern, and, as his facts are correct, and 
his motive not dishonourable to himself, I wished him 
well through it. As for his interpretations of the lines, 
he and any one else may interpret them as they please. 
I have and shall adhere to my taciturnity, unless some- 
thing very particular occurs to reoder this impossible. 
Do not you say a word. If any one is to speak, it is the 
person principally concerned. The most amusing thing 
is, that every one (to me) attributed the abuse to the 
man they personally most dislike I — some say C * * r, 
some C * * e, othei^ F * * d, etc., etc., etc. I do not know, ' 
and have no clue but conjecture. If discovered, and he 
turns out a hireling, he must be left to his wages; if a 
cavalier, he must ^wink, and hold out his iron.' 

a I had some thoughts of putting the question to G "^ * r, 
but H., who, I am sure, would not dissuade me, if it 
were right, advised me by all means not; — 'that I had 
no right to take it upon suspicion,' etc. etc. Whether 
H. is correct, I am n6t aware, but he believes himself 
so, and says there can be but one opinion on that subject. 
This I am, at least, sure of, that he would never prevent 
me from doing what he deemed the duty of a prenx 
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chevalier* In sodb oaoeo at least, in this conntry — we 
must act according to usages. In constderiog this in- 
stance, I distniss off own personal feelings. Any man 
will and mast fight, when necessaTy,-^eTen without a 
motiTC. • Herey I dionid take it np really witfaont mndi 
resentment; for, unless a woman one likes is in the 
way, it is some years since I felt a long anger. Biit, 
undoubtedly, could I, or may I, trace it to a man of 
station, I should and shall do what is proper. 

«** was angerly, but tried to concesd it. You are 
not called upon to avow the ^Twopenny,' and would 
only gratify them by so doii^. Do you not see the 
great object of ail these fooleries is to set hhn, and 
you, and me, and all persons whatsoever, by the ears ? 
— moK especially those ^o are on good terms, — and 
nearly succeeded. Lord H. widied me to concede to 
Lord Garlisle-^concede to the devil ! — ^to a asan who 
used me ill ? I told him, in answer, that I would neither 
concede, nor recede on the subject, but be silent altoge- 
ther ; unless anything more oouid be said about Lady H. 
and himself, who had been since my very good friends ; 
—and there it ended. This was no time for conces- 
sions to Lord G» 

CI I have been interrupted, but sluiil wiile again soon. 
Believe me ever, my dear Moore, etc.» 

Anodier of his friends having expressed, soon a£ier, 
some intention of volunteering publicly in his defenoe, 
he lost no time in r^ressing him by the following 
sensible letiter. 
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LETTER CLXIX, 

TO W* * W**, ESQ. 

« February aStli, i8i4* 
u MT DEAR W., 

u I have but a few moments to write to you. Silence 
is the only answer to the things you mention; nor 
shotild I regard that man as my friend who said a word 
more on the subject. I care little for attacks^but I 
will not submit to defences; and I do hope and trust 
that you have never entertained a serious thought of 
engaging in so foolish a controversy. Dallas's letter 
was, to his credit, merely as to facts which he had a 
right to state; / neither have nor shall take the least 
public notice, nor permit any one else to do so. If I 
discover the writer, then I may act in a different manner ; 
but it will not be in writing. 

(f An expression in your letter has induced me to 
write this to you, to entreat you not to interfere in any 
way in such a business, — it is now nearly oyer, and 
depend upon it they are much more chagrined by my 
silence than they could be by the best defence in the 
world. I do not know any thiqg that woiild vex me 
more than any further reply to these things. Ever 
yours, in haste, 

LETTER CLXX. 

TO MR MOQRE. 

• March 3, 1814. 
UMT DEAR FRIEND, 

tt I have a great mind to tell you that I am ^ uncom- 
fortable,' if only to make you come to town ; where no 
one ever more delighted in seeing you, nor is there any 

VOL. II. 9 
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one to whom I would sooner turn for consolation in my 
- most vapourish moments. The truth is, I have ^no 
lack of arg^ument' to ponder upon of the most gfloomy 
description, hut this arises from other causes. Some 
day or other^ when we are t;e(erayu,.I may tell you a tale 
of present and past times; and it is not from want of 
confidence that I do not now, — hut — hut — always a but 
to the end of the chapter. 

u There is nothing, however, upon the spot either to 
love or hate; — hut I certainly .have subjects for both at 
no very great distance, and am besides embarrassed 
between tftree whom I know, and one (whose name, at 
least) I do not know. All this would be very well, if I 
had no heart; but, unluckily, I have found that there 
is such a thing still about me, though in no very good 
repair, and, also, that it has a habit of attaching itself 
to one, whether I will or no. * Divide et impera,' I begin 
to think, will only do for politics. 

(clf I discover die 'toad,' as you call him, F shall 
^ tread,' — and put spikes in my shoes to do it more 
effectually. The effect of all these fine things, I do not 
inquire much nor perceive. I* believe * * felt them 
more than either of us. People are civil enough, and I 
have had no dearth^ of invitations — none of which, 
however, I have accepted. I went out very little last 
year, and mean to go about still less. I have no passion 
for circles, and have long regretted that I ever gave way 
to what is called a town life; — which, of all the lives I 
ever saw (and they are nearly as many as Plutarch's), 
seems to me to leave the least for the past and future. 

u How proceeds the Poem? Do not neglect it, and I 
have no fears. I need not say to you that your fame is 
dear to me, — I really might say dearev than my own ; 
for I have lately begun to think my things have been 
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strangely overrated; and, at any rate, whether or not, I 
have done with them for ever. I ma^ say to you, what 
I would not say to every hody, that the last two were 
written, the Bride in four, and the Corsair in ten days/ 
— which I take to he a most humiliating confession, as 
it proves my own want of judgment in publishing, and 
the public's in reading things, which cannot have sta- 
mina for permanent attention. ^ So much for Buck- 
ingham.' 

(I I have no dread of your being too hasty, sad I have 
still less of your failing. But I think a year a very feir 
allotment of time to a composition which is not to be 
Epic ; and even Horace's ^ Nonum prematur' must have 
been intended for the Millenium, or some longer-lived 
generation than ours. I wonder how much w(s should 
have had of him, had he observed his own doctrines to 
the letter. Peace be with you ! Remember that I am 
always and most truly yours, etc. 

« P.S. — I never heard the * report,' you mention, nor, 
I dare say, many others. But, in course, you, as well as 
others, have ^damned good-natured friends,' who do 
their duty in the usual way. One thing will make you 
laugh # * # * # « „ 

' In asserting that he devoted but four days to the composition of 
the Bride, he must be understood to refer only to the first sketch of 
that poem, — the successive additions Jbj ivhich it ivas increased to its 
present length having occupied, as we have seen, a much longer period. 
The Corsair, on the contrary, vtu, firom.beginning to end, struck off at 
a heat — there being but little alteration or addition afterwards, — and the 
rapidity with which it was produced (being at the rate of nearly two 
hundred lines a day) would be altogether incredible, had we not hit 
own, as well as his publiaber's, testimony to the foot. Such an aofaieve*- 
ment, — taking into account the sarpassing beaaty of the work, — is, 
perhaps, wholly without a parallel in the history of Genius, and shows 
that « ^crire par passhn^n as Rousseau expresses it, may be sometimes a 
shorter road to perfection than any that Art has ever struck out. 
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LETTER CLXXI. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« March lath, i8i4- 
' a Guess darkly, and you will seldom err. At present, 
I shall say no more, and, perhaps — but no matter. I 
hope we shall some day meet, and whatever years may 
precede or succeed it, I shall mark it with the ^ white 
stone' in my calendar. I am not sure that I shall not 
soon be in your neighbourhood again. If so, and I am 
alone (as wiU probably be the case), I shall invade ar 
carry you off, and endeavour to atone for sorry fare by 
a sincere welcome. I don't know the person absent 
(barring ' the sect') I should be so glad to see again. 

tt I have nothing of the sort you motion but the lines 
(the Weepers), if you like to have them in the Bag. I 
wish to give them all possible circulation. The Fault 
reflection is downright actionable, and to print it would 
be peril to the publisher; but I think the Tears have a 
natural right to be bagged, and the editor (whoever he 
niay be) might supply a facetious note or not, as he 
pleased. 

tt I candot conceive how the Fault^ hais got about, — 
but so it is. It is too farouche; but, truth to say, my sa- 
tires are not very playful. I have the plan of an epistle 
in my head, at him and to him; and, if they are not a 
little quieter, I shall imbody it. I should say little or 
nothing of myself. As to mirth and ridicule, that is out 
of my way; but I have a tolerable fund of sternness and 
contempt, and, with Juvenal before me, I shall perhaps 
read him a lecture Jie has not lately heard in the C 1. 

* Those bitter and poverFnl lines which he wrote on the openiog of 
ilie vault that contained the remaidi of Henry VIII and Charles I. 
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From particular circumstances, which came to my 
knowledge almost by accident, I could ' tell him what he 
is — I know him well.' 

u I meant^ my dear M., to write to you a long; letter, 
but I am hurried, and time clips my inclination down 
to yours, etc. 

«P.S. — Think again before you shelf your Poem. 
There is a youngster (older than me, by the by, but a 
youngs poet), Mr G. Knight, with a vol. of Eastern 
Tales, written since his return, — for he has been in 
the countries. He sent to me last summer, and I ad*- 
vised him to write one in each measure, without any 
intention, at that time, of doing the same thing. Since 
that, from a habit of writing in a fever, I have antici- 
pated him in the variety of measures, but quite unin- 
tentionally. Of the stories, I know nothings not having 
seen them ; < but he has some lady in a sack, too, like 
the Giaour : he told me at the time. 

u The best way to make the public ' forget' me is to 
remind them of yourself. You cannot suppose that / 
would ask you or advise you to publish, if I* thought 
you would JfaiL I really have no literary envy ; and* I 
do not believe a friend's success ever sat nearer an- 
other than yours do to my best wishes. It is for elderly 
gentlemen to ^ bear no brother near,' and cannot become 
our disease for more years than we may perhaps num- 
ber. I wish you to be out before Eastern subjects are 
again before the public.)) 

* He was not yet aware, it appears, that the anonymous manuscript sent 
to him by his publisher was from the pen of Mr Rnight. 
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LETTER CLXXII. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

• March lath, 1814. 

u I have not time to read the whole MS., ' but what 
i have €een seems very well written (both prose.and 
vera^), and though I am and can be^no judge (at least a 
fair one on this subject), containing nothing which you 
ought to hesitate publishing upon my account. If the 
author is not Dr Busby himself, I think it a -pity, on 
his owfi account, that he should dedicate it to his -sub- 
scribeFS ; nor can I perceive what Dr Busby has to ^do 
with the matter, except as a translator of Lucretius, 
for 'whofie doctrines he is surely not responsible. I tell 
you openly, and really most sincerely, that, if published 
at all, there is no earthly reason why you should not ; 
on the contrary, I should recei^% it as the greatest 
compliment you could pay to your^good opinion of my 
candour, to print and circulate that, or any other work, 
attacking me in a manly manner, .and without any 
malicious intention, from which, as far as I have seen, 
I must exonerate this writer. 

u -He is wrong in one thing, — / am no atheist; but if 
lie thinks I have published principles tending to such 
opinions, he has a perfect right to controvert them. 
Pray publish it; I shall never forgive imy self if I think 
that I have prevented you. 

u Make my compliments to the author, and tell him 
I wish him success; his verse is very deserving of it ; and 

* The manuscript of a long grave satire, entitled « Anti-Byron, » which 
liad been sent to Mr Murray, and by him forwarded to Lord Byron, -with 
a request — not meant, I believe, seriously — that he would give his opi- 
nion as to the propriety of publishing it. 
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I shall ihe die last person to stMpeot im motiyes. 
Yours, etc. 

a P.S.< — Uyou do not publish it, some one else will. 
You cannot suppose me so narrow*minded as to shrink 
from discussion. Lrepeat once for all, that I think it a 
good Poem (as far as I have redde); and that is the 
only point you should consider. How odd that eight 
lines should have given birth, I really think, to eight 
thousand, including all that has been said, and will be, 
on the subject !»' 

LETTEB CLXXIIil. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

N April 9th, .i8i4« 
u All these news are very fine; but nevertheless! want 
my books, if you can find, or cause them to be found 
for me, —if only to lend them to Napoleon in ^the 
island of Elba,' during his retirement. I also (if con- 
venient, and you have no party with you) should be 
glad to speak with you for a few minutes this evening, 
as I have had a letter from Mr Moore, and wish to ask 
you, as the best judge, of the best time for him to 
publish the work he has composed. I need not say, 
that I have his success much at heart; not only because 
he is my friend, but something much better — a man of 
great talent, of which he is less sensible than I believe 
any even of his enemies. If you can so far oblige me 
as to step down, do so; and if you are otherwise occu- 
pied^ say nothing about it. I shall find you at home 
in the course of next week. 

«P.S. — I see Sotheby's Tragedies advertised. The 
Death of Darnley is a famous subject — one of the bes^ 
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I should think, for the drama. Pray let me have a 
copy, when ready. 

u Mrs Leigh was very much pleased with her books, 
and desired me to thank you; she means, I believe, to 
write to you her acknowledgments.)) 

LETTER CLXXIV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« a, Albany, April qUi, 1814. 

a Viscount Althorpe is about to be married, and I 
have gotten his spacious bachelor apartments in Albany, 
to which you will, I hope, address a speedy answer to 
this mine epistle. 

u I am but just returned to town, from which you 
may infer that I have been out of it; and I have been 
boxing, for exercise, with Jackson for this last month 
daily. I have also been drinking, — and, on one occa- 
sion, with three other friends at the Cocoa Tree, from 
six till four, yea, unto five in the matin. We clareted 
and champagned till two — then supped, and finished 
with a kind of regency punch composed of madeira, 
brandy, and green tea, no recti water being admitted 
therein. There was a night for you! — without once 
quitting the table, except to ambulate home, which I 
did alone, and in utter contempt of a hackney-coach and 
my own vis, both of which were deemed necessary for 
our conveyance. And so, — I am very well, and they 
say it will hurt my constitution. 

« I have also, more or less, been breaking a few of 
the favourite commandments; but I mean to pull up 
and marry, — if any one will have me. In the mean 
time, the other day I nearly killed myself with a collar 
ofbrawn, whichi swallowed for supper, and indigested 
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for I don't know how long; — but that is by the by. 
All this gourmandise was in honour of Lent; for I am 
forbidden meat all the rest of the year,— but it is strictly 
enjoined me during^ your solemn fast. I have been, 
and am, in very tolerable loye;^-but of that hereafter, 
as it may be. 

« My dear Moore, say what you will in your Preface; 
and quiz anything, or any body, —me, if you like it. 
Ooiis! dost thou think me of the old, or rather elderly , 
school? If one can't jest with one's friends, with whom 
can we be facetious? You have nothing to fear from* *, 
whom I have not seen, being out of town when he 
called. He will be very correct, smooth, and all that, 
but I doubt whether there will be any ' grace beyond 
the reach of art;' — and, whether there is or not, how 
long will you be so d — d modest? As for Jeffrey, it is 
a very handsome thing of him to speak well of an old 
antagonist, — and what a mean mind dared not do. 
Any one will revoke praise; but — were it not partly my 
own case — I should say that very few have strength of 
mind to unsay their censure, or follow it up with praise 
of other things. 

u What think you of the review of Levis? It beats 
the Bag and my hand-grenade hollow, as an invective, 
and hath thrown the Court into hysterics, as I hear from 
very good authority. Have you heard from * * *. 

« No more rhyme for — or rather, ^lom — me. I have 
taken my leave of that stage, and henceforth will 
mountebank it no longer. I have had my day, and 
there 's an end. The utmost I expect, or even wish, is 
to have it said in the Biographia Britannica, that I might 
perhaps have been a poet, had I gone on and amended. 
My great comfort is, that the temporary celebrity I have 
wrung from the world has been in the very teedi of all 
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opinifons .anil prejudices. I faa^ne flattered :no raiUng 
powers-; I luiTe nerer concealed a singie^thought that 
tempted me. They can't say I haye truckled to the 
times, nor to popular topics (as Johnson, or somebody^ 
said of Cleveland), and whatever I have gained has 
been at the expenditure of as much personal favour as 
possible; for I do believe never was a bard more unpo- 
pular, quo€ui homOf than myself. And now I hafve 
done; — ^ Indite nunc alios.' Every body may be d— d, 
as diey seem ifbnd of it, and resolved to stickle lustily 
Ibr endless brimstone. 

«Oh — by the by, I had nearly forgot. There is a 
long Poem, an ^Anti-Byron,' coming out, to prove that 
I have formed a conspiracy to overdirow, hj. rhyme, all 
religion and government, and have already made great 
progress! Jt is not very scurrilous, but serious and 
ethereal. I never felt myself important, till I saw and 
heard of my being such a little Voltaire as to induce 
such a production. Mun*ay would not publish it, ibr 
which he was a fool, and so I told him; but some one 
else will, doubtless. * Something too much of thk.' 

((Your French scheme is good, but let it be Italian; 
nil :the Angles will be at Paris. Let it be Rome, Milan, 
Naples, Florence, Turin, Venice, or Switzerland, and 
^ egad !' (as Bayes saith), i will connubiate and join you; 
and we will write a new ^Inferno' in our Paradise. 
Pray, think of this — and I will really buy a wife and a 
ring, and say the ceremony, ^and settle near you in a 
summer-house upon the Amo^ or the Po, or the 
Adriatic. 

rii Ah ! my poor little pagod. Napoleon, has walked trff 
his pedestal. He ba« abdicated, they say. This would 
draw molten brass from the eyes of Zatanai. 'What! 
< kiss the ground before young Malcolm^s feet, and then 
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be baited by the rabble's curse!' I cannot bear such a 
crouching cattastrophe. I must 8ti(^ to SyUa, for my 
mod ecu ravourites don^t do, — their resignations are of 
a different kind. -All health and prosperity, my dear 
Moore. Excuse this lengthy letter. Ever, etc. 

u P.S. — The Quarterly quotes you frequently in an 
article on America ; and every body I know asks perpe- 
tually after you and yours. When wiU you answer 
them in person?)) 

He did not long persevere in his resolution against 
writing, as will be seen from the following notes to his 
publisher. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

M April lotli, 18 1 4- 
ul have written an Ode on the fall of Napoleon, 
which, if you like, I will copy out, and make you a 
present of. Mr Merivale has seen part of it, and likes 
it. Ton may show it to Mr Gifford, and print it, or 
not, as you please — it is of no consequence. It contains 
nothing in his favour^ and no allusion whatever to our 
own government or the Bourbons* Yours, etc. 

uP.S. — It is in the measure of my stanzas at the end of 
Ghilde Harold, which were much liked, beginning ^ And 
thou art dead,' etc. etc. There are ten stanzas of it — 
ninety lilies in all.n 

TO MR MURRAY. 

m April nth, i8i4- 
M I enclose you a lettered from Mrs Leigh, 
ult will be best not to put my name to our Ode; but 
you may say as openly as you like that it is mine, and 
I can inscribe it ^o Mr Hobhouse, iirom the aufh 



2o4 • NOTICES OF THE a. d. i8i4. 

which will mark it sufBciently. After the resolution of 
not publishiD(j, thoug;h it is a thing of little leng^th and 
less consequence, it will be better altogether that it is 
anonymous; but we will incorporate it in the first tome 
of ours that you find time or the wish to publish. 

« Tours alway, 

c( P.S. — I hope you got a note of alterations, sent this 
matin? 

« P.S. — Oh my books! my books! will you never find 
my books? 

tt Alter ^potent spell' to ^quickening spell :* the first (as 
Polonius says) ' is a vile phrase,' and means nothing, 
besides being common-place and Rosa-Matildaish^n 

TO MR MURRAY. 

m April lath, 1814* 
M 1 send you a few notes and trifling alterations, and 
an additional motto from Gibbon, which you will find 
singularly appropriate, A * Good-natured Friend' tells 
me there is a most scurrilous attack on us in the Anti* 
jacobin Ileview, which you have not sent. Send it, as 
I am in that state of languor which will derive benefit 
from getting into a passion. Ever, etc.» 

LETTER CLXXV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Albany, April aotli, 18 1 4* 
« 1 am very glad to hear that you are to be transient 
from May field so very soon, and was taken in by the 
first part of your letter.' Indeed, for aught I know, 

» I had begun my letter in the following nurnner:— « Have 700 seen 
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you may be treating me, as Slipslop says, with ^ ironing^ 
even now. I shall say nothing of the shock^ which had 
nothing of liumeur in it; as I am apt to take even a 
critic, and still more a friend, at his word, and never 
to doubt that I have been writing cursed nonsense, if 
they say so. There was a mental reservation in my 
pact with the public,' in behalf of anonymes; and, even 
had there not, the provocation was such as to make it 
physically impossible to pass over this damnable epoch 
of triumphant tameness. T is a cursed business; and, 
after all, I shall think higher of rhyme and reason, and 
very humbly of your heroic people, till — Elba becomes 
a volcano, and sends him out again. I can't think it all 
over yet. 

u My departure for the continent depends, in some 
measure, on the incontinent. I have two country in- 
vitations at home, and don't know what to say or do. 
In the mean time, 1 have bought a macaw and a parrot, 
and have got up my books; and I box and fence daily, 
and go out very little. 

the <Ode to Napoleon Buonaparte?^ — ^I suspect it to be either F-^g-^'s 
or Rosa Matilda's. Those rapid and masterly portraits of all the ty- 
rants that preceded Napoleon ha^e a vigour in them which would in- 
cline me to say that Rosa Matilda is the person — but then, on the other 
handy that powerful grasp of history,* etc. etc. After a little more of 
this mock parallel, the letter went on thus: — «I should like to know 
what you think of the matter? Some friends of mine here wUl insist that 
it is the work of the author of Childe Harold, but then they are not so 
well read in F — g — d and Rosa Matilda as I am ; and, besides, they seem 
to forget that /ou promised, about a month or two ago, not to write any 
more for years. Seriously,* etc. etc. 

I quote this foolish banter merely to show how safely, even on his most 
ScnsitiTe points, one might venture to jest with him. 

* We fiQd D'Argenson thus encouraging Voltaire to break a similar 
vow:*--* Continue to write without fear for five-and-twenty years longer, 
but write poetry, notwithstanding your oath in the Preface to Newton. > 
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u At this present writing, Louis the Gouty i& wheeling 
in triumph into Piccadilly, in all the pomp and rabbler 
naent of royalty* I had an offer of seats to see them 
pass-; hot, as I have seen a Sultan going to mosque, and 
been at his reception of an ambassador, the most Chris- 
tian King ^hath no attractions for me:' — though in 
some coming year of the Hcigira, I should not.dislike to 
see the place where he had reigned, shortly a&er the 
second veTolution, and a happy sovereignty of two 
months^ the last six wedu being dvil War. 

u Pray write, and deem me ever, etcn 

LETTER CLXXVL 

TO MR MURRAY. 

I 

« April 2I9t, i844> 

(( Many thanks with the letters 'which I return. Yb«i 
know I am a jacobin, and could not wear white, nor 
see the installation of Louis the Gouty. 

a This is sad news, and very hard upon the sufferers 
at any, but more at such a time — I mean the Bayonne 
sortie. 

tt Tou should urge Moore to come out. 

u P.S.— I want Moreri to purchase for good and all. 
I have a Bayle, but want Moreri too. 

(( P.S. — ^Perry hath a piece of compliment to«day ; but 
I think the name might have been as well omitted. No 
matter; they can but throw the old story of inconsistency 
in my teeth — let them, — I mean, as to not publishiDg. 
However, now I will keep my word. Nothing but the 
occa^on, which was physically irresistible, made me 
swerve; and I thought an anonyme within my pact with 
the public. It is tlie only thing I have or shall set 
about. » 
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LETTER CLXX.VII. 

TO Ma BiURaAT, 

« April 25tli, i8f4- 

u Let Mr Gifford have the letter and return it at his 
leisure. I would have offered it, had I thoug^ht that he 
liked things of the kind, 

u Do you want the last page immediately ? I have 
douhts ahout the lines being worth printing; at any 
rate, I must see them again, and alter some passages, 
before they go forth in any shape into the ocean of 
circulation; — a very conceited phrase, by the by: well 
then — channel of pid>lication will do. 

ct ' I am, not i' the vein,' or I could knock off a stanaa> 
or three for the Ode, that might answev the purpose 
better. < At all events, I must see the lines again ^rsf, 

■ Mr Murray had requested of him to make some additions to the Ode, 
so as to save the Stamp Duty imposed upon publications not exceeding a 
single sheet, and the lines he sent him for this purpose were, I belieTe, 
those beginning « We do not curse diee, Waterloo. > To the Ode itself, 
he afterwards added, in successive editions, five or six stanaas, the ori- 
ginal nimiber being but eleven. There were also three more stanias 
which he never primed, but which, for the just tribute they contain to 
Washington, are worthy of being preserved. 

'7. i 

There was a day — there was an hour. 

While earth was Gaul's — Gaul thinc^— 
When that immeasurable power i 

Unsated to' resign 
Had been an act of purer fame 
Than gathers round Marengo's name, 

And gilded thy decline 
Through the long twilight of all lime. 
Despite some passing clouds of crime. 
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as there be two I have altered in my mind's manuscript 
already. Has any one seen and judged of them? that 
is the criterion by which I will abide — only give me a 
fair report, and 'nothing extenuate/ as I will in that 
case do something else. 

« Ever, etc. 
a I want Moreri, and an Athenccus.n 

LETTEll CLXXVIII. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« April aGth, i8i4* 
a I have been thinking that it might be as well to 
publish no mojreof the Ode separately, but incorporate 
it with any of the other things, and include the smaller 
Poem too (in that case) — which I must previously cor- 
rect, nevertheless. I can't, for the head of me, add a 

18. 

But thou forsooth mast be a king 

And don tbc purple vest, 
As if that foolish robe could wring 

Remembrance from thy breast. 
Where is that faded garment ? where 
The gewgaws thou wert fond to wear, 

The star — the string — the crest ? 
Vain froward child of empire ! say. 
Are all thy playthings snatch'd away? 

Where may the wearied eye repose 

When gasing on the great. 
Where neither guilty glory glows. 

Nor despicable state ? 
Tes— one— the first— the last^tlie best— 
The Gncinnatus of the West, 
. Whom envy dared not hate, 
Bequeath'd the name of Washington, 
To make man blush there was but One ! 
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line worth scribbling; my ^vein' is quite gone, and my 
present occupations are of the gynmastic order — boxing 
and fencing — and my principal conversation is with 
my macaw and Bayle. I want my Moreri, and I want 
Athena)u8. 

u P.8.— I hope you sent back thatpoetical padk.et to the 
address whidi I forwarded to yon on Sunday : if not, 
pray do; or I shall have the author screaming after his 
Epic.w 

LETTER CLXXIX. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« April a6th, 18 14- 
c(l have no guess at your author, — but it is a noble 
Poem,* and worth a thousand Odes of airy body's. I 
snppose I may keep this copy ; — a^r reading it, I really 
regret having written my own. \ say this very sincerely, 
albeit unused to think humbly of myself. 

tt I don^t like the additional stanzas at ail^ and they 
had better be left out. Ihe fact is, I canU do any thing 
I am asked to do, however gladly I would; and at the 
end of a week my interest in a composition goes off. 
This will account to you for my doing no better for 
your * Stamp Duty' Postscript. 

a The S. R. is very civil — but what do they mean by 
Ghilde Harold resembling Marmion ? and the next two, 
Giaour and Bride, not resembling Scott? 1 certainly 
never intended to copy him; but, if there be any 

* A Poem by Mr Stratford GanniBg, full of spirit and power, emided 
« Buooaparte.* In a subsequent note to Mr Murray, Lord Byron says : 
-^«I do not think less highly of 'Buonaparte' for knowing the author. I 
was aware that he was a man of talent, bat did not suspect him of pos- 
icssiog all ihtfianUy takms in such perfection, n 

9- 



2 'O NOTICES OF THE a. d. i8i4. 

copyism, it must be in the two Poems, where the same 
versification is adopted. However, they exempt the 
Corsair from all resemblance to any thing, — thoug^h I 
rather wonder at his escape. 

a If ever I did any thing original, it was in Ghilde 
Harold, which / prefer to the other things always, after 
the first week. Yesterday I re-read English Bards ; — 
bating the malice, it is the best. 

«Ever, etc.» 

A resolution was, about this time, adopted by him, 
which, however strange and precipitate it appeared, a 
knowledge of the previous state of his mind may enable 
us to account for satisfactorily. He had now, for two 
years, been drawing upon the admiration of the public 
with a rapidity and success which seemed to defy 
exhaustion, — having crowded, indeed, into that brief 
interval the materials of a long life of fame. But admi- 
ration is a sort of impost from which most minds are 
but too willing to relieve themselves. The eye grows 
weary of looking up to the same object of wonder, and 
begins to exchange, at last, the delight of observing its 
elevation for the less generous pleasure of watching 
and speculating on its fall. The reputation of Lord 
Byron had already begun ^o experience some of these 
consequences of its own prolonged and constantly 
renewed splendour. Even among that host of admirers 
who would have been the last to find fault, there were 
some not unwilling to repose from praise; while they, 
who had been from the first reluctant eulogists, took 
advantage of these apparent symptoms of satiety to 
indulge in blame.* 

* It was the fear of this sort of back-water current to which so rapid a 
flow of fame seemed liable, that led some eren of his warmest «dmircn» 
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The loud outcry raised, at the hegfinnin^ of the present 
year, by his verses to the Princess Charlotte, had af- 
forded a vent for much of this reserved venom ; and 
the tone of disparag;ement in which some of his assail- 
ants now affected to speak of his poetry was, however 
absurd and contemptible in itself, precisely that sort of 
attack which was the most calculated to wound his, at 
once, proud and diffident spirit. As long as they con- 
fined themselves to blackening his moral and social 
character, so. far from offending, their libels rather fell 
in with his own shadowy style of self-portraiture, and 
gratified the strange inverted ambition that possessed 
him. But the slighting opinion which they ventured 
to express of his genius, — seconded as it was by that 
inward dissatisfaction with his own powers, which they 
whose standard of excellence is highest are always the 

igtaorant at they were yet of the boundlessness of his resources, to tremble 
a little at die frequency of his appearances before the public. In one of 
my own letters to him, I find this apprehension thus ezpf essed : — « If you 
did not write so well, — as the Royal wit obsei*ved, — I should say you 
write too much ; at least, too much in the same strain. The Pythagoreans, 
yon know, were of opinion that the reason why we do not hear or heed 
the music of the heavenly bodies is that they are always sounding in our 
ears; and I fear that even the influence of your song may be diminished 
by falling upon the world's dull ear too constantly. » 

The opinion, however, which a great writer of our day (himself one 
of the few to whom his remark applies) had the generosity, as well as 
sagacity, to pronounce on this point, at a time when Lord Byron was 
indulging in the fullest lavishment of his powers, must be regarded, after 
all, as the most judicious and wise: — • But they cater ill for the public,* 
says Sir Walter Scott, « and give indifferent advice to the poet, suppos- 
ing him possessed of the highest qualities of his art, who do not advise 
him to labour while the laurel around his brows yetretains its freshness. 
Sketches from Lord Byron are more yaluable than finished pictures from 
others; nor are we at all sure that any labour which he might bestow in 
revisal would not rather efface than refine those outlines of striking and 
powerful originality, which they exhibit when flung rough from the hand 
of a tBaLiler.i-^Biographical Memoirs, hy Sir W. Scott. 
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surest to feel, — mortified and disturbed him ; and, being 
the £r8t sounds of ill augury diat had come •aeross his 
triniiKphai career, startled him, as we have seen, into 
serious doubts of its continuance. 

if ad he been occupying himself, tft the time, ^with any 
new task, that confidence in his own energies, which be 
never truly felt but while in the actual exevcise of them, 
would have enabled him to fofrget these humiliations of 
the moment in the glow and excitem^it of anticipated 
sucoess. But he had just pledged himself 4o the world 
to take a long farewell of poesy, — had sealed up that 
only fountain from which his heart ever drew re&esh- 
ment or strength, — and thus was left, idly and helpless- 
ly,, to brood over the daily taunts of his enemies, without 
the power of avenging himself when they insulted his 
person, and but too much disposed to agree with them 
when they made light of his genius, u. I am a&aid ( he 
says, in noticing these attacks in <me of fak letters) what 
you call trash is plaguily to the purpose, and very good 
sense into the bargain; and, to tell the truth, for some 
little time past, I have been myself much of the same 
opinion.)) 

, In this sensitive state of mind, — which he but ill dis- 
gl:^sed or relieved by an exterior of gay defiance or phi- 
losophic contempt^ — we can hardly feel surprised that 
he should have, all at once, come to the resolution, not 
<mly of persevering rn his determination to write no 
more in future, but of purchasing back the whole of 
his past copyrights, and suppressing every page and 
line lie had ever written. On liis first mention of this 
design, Mr Murray naturally doubted as to his serious- 
ness; but the arrival of the following letter, enclosing a 
draft for tlie amount of the copyrights, put his inten- 
tions beyond question. 
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LETTER GLXXX. 

TO MR MURRAY, 

« ), Albany, April igtb, i8i4- 

u DEAR SIR, 

« I enclose a draft fer the money ; when paid, send the 
copyright. I release yoa from the thousand pounds 
agreed on for the Giaour and Bride, and there 's an 
end. 

tt If any accident occurs to me, yon may do then as 
you please; but, with the exception of two copies of 
each for yourself ojoHyi I expect and request that the 
advertisements be withdrawn, and the remaining copies 
of all destroyed ; and any expense so incurred, I will be 
glad to defray. 

u For all this, it might be as well toassign some reason. 
I have none to give, except my own caprice, and I do 
not consider the circumstance of consequence enough 
to require explanation. 

M In course, I need hardly assure you that they never 
shall be published with my consent, directly or indi- 
rectly, by any other person whatsoever, — that I am 
perfectly satisfied , and have every reason so to be^ 
with your conduct in all transactions between us as 
publisher and author. 

u It will give me great pleasure to preserve your ac- 
quaintance, and to consider yo« a« my frtead. fielieve 
me very truly, and for much attention, 

u Your obliged 
c and very obedient servant, 

« Byron. 

« P.S.— I do not think that I haveoverdrawn atHara- 
mersley's ; but if that he the case, I can draw for >the 
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superflux on Hoarcs\ The draft is £ 5 short, hut that 
1 will make up. On payment — not hefore — return the 
copyright papers. » 

In such a conjuncture, an appeal to his good-nature 
and considerateness was, as Mr Murray well judged, 
his hest resource ; and the following prompt reply will 
show how easily, and at once, it succeeded. 

LETTER CLXXXI. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« May I, i8i4- 
a DEAR SIR, 

tt If your present note is serious, and it really would 
be inconvenient, there is an end of the matter : tear my 
draft, and go on as usual : in that case, we will recur to 
our former basis. That / was perfectly seriouSy in wish- 
ing to suppress all future publication, is true; but cer- 
tainly not to interfere with the convenience of others, 
and more particularly your own. Some day, I will 
tell you the reason of this apparently strange resolu- 
tion. At present, it may be enough to say that I recall 
it at your suggestion ; and as it appears to have an- 
noyed you, t lose no time in saying so. 

« Yours truly, 

aB.»> 

During my stay in town this year, we were almost 
daily together: and it is in no spirit of. Battery to the 
dead I say, that the more intimately I became acquaint- 
ed with his disposition and character, the more warmly 
I felt disposed to take an interest in every thing that 
concerned hiiii. Not that, in the opportunities tlius 
afforded me of observing more closely his defectSy I 
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did not discovermuch to lament, and not a little to con- 
demn. But there was still, in the neig;hkourhood of 
even his worst faults, some atoning good quality, which 
was always sure, if brought kindly and with manage- 
ment into play, to neutralize their ill effects. The very 
frankness, indeed, with whic^i he avowed his errors, 
seemed to imply a confidence in his own power of 
redeeming them, — a consciousness that he could afford 
to be sincere. There was also, in such entire unreserve, 
a pledge that nothing worse remained behind ; and the 
same quality that laid open the blemishes of his nature 
gave security for its honesty. uThe cleanness and 
purity of one's mind,» says Pope, «is never better 
proved than in discovering its own faults, at first view; 
as when a stream shows the dirt at its bottom, it shows 
also the transparency of the water. » 

The theatre was, at this time, his favourite place of 
resort. We have seen how enthusiastically hje expresses 
himself on the subject of Mr Kean's acting, and it was 
frequently my good fortune, during this season, to 
share in his . enjoyment of it, — the orchestra being, 
more than once, the place where, for a nearer view 
of the actor's countenance, we took our station. For 
Kean's benefit, on the a5th of May, a large party had 
been made by Lady J**, to which we both belonged; 
but Lord Byron having also taken a box for the occa- 
sion, so anxious was he to enjoy the representation 
uninterrupted, that, by rather an unsocial arrangement, 
only himself and 1 occupied his box during the play^ 
while every other in the house was crowded almost to 
suffocation ; nor did we join the remainder of our friends 
till supper. Between the two parties, however, Mr Kean 
had no reason to complain of a want of homage to 
his talents; as Lord J^*, on that occasion, presented 
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•him with a hmidred pound share in the theatre ; while 
Lord Byron sent him, next day, the sum of fifty gpiineas ; < 
and, not long after, on seeing htm act some of his &- 
^rourite parts, made him presents of a handsome snuff- 
1m» and a costly Turkish sword. 

Such effect had the passionate energy of <Kean's acting 
on bis mind, that, once, in seeing him play Sir Giles 
Overreach, he was so a^cted as to be seized with a 
sofrt of convulsiye fit ; and we shall find him, some years 
alter, in I^Iy, when the representation of Alfieri's tra* 
gedy of Mnrra had Agitated him in the same violent 
manner, comparing the two instances as the only ones 
in his Ufe when a any thing under reality » had ^been 
able to move him so powerfully. 

The following are a few of the notes which I received 
from him during this visit to town. 

TO MR MOOBE. 

H May 4tli, i8i4« 

Last night we snpp'd at R ■ f e*s board, etc * 
« « » « « 

« I wish people would not shirk their dinners — oug^t 

■ To nidi lengths did he, at this time, carry hif enthnsiatm for Kean, 
that 'when Miss O'Neil soon after appeared, and, by her matchless re- 
presentatioa of femioine tenderness, attcacted all eyes and hearts, he was 
not only a little jealous of her reputation, as interfering with that of his 
favoftrite, but, in order to 'guard himseU against the risk of becoming a 
eooTert, refiMed to go to see her act. I endeavoured sometime* to per- 
aoade him into witnessing, at least, one of her pa*formances; bat his 
answer was (punning upon Shahspeares word, tLunaneakd,*) «No— 4'm 
reaolved to continue uri'OneUed. » 

To the great ^eeii of all actresses, however, it will be seen, by die 
CdUewing eziract from one of his Journals, he rendered due justice. 

« Of actturs, Cooke was the most natural, Kemble die most supernatu- 
ral,— Kean the medium between the two. But Mrs Siddons was worth 
(hem all put together.* — Detached Thoughts. 

* An epigram here followed, which, as founded on a acripturalaUnsion, 
I thought it better to omit. 
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it not to have been a dinner? ' — and that d— d anchovy 
sandwich ! ^ 

u That plaguy voice of yours made me senti- 
mental, and almost fall in love with a gprl who was 
recommending herself, during your song, by hating 
music. But the song is past, and my passion can wait, 
till the pucelle is more harmonious. 

c( Do you go to Lady Jersey's to-night ? It is a large 
party, and you won't be bored into ^ softening rocks,' 
and all that. Othello is to-morrow and Saturday too. 
AVhich day shall we go? when shall I see you? If you 
call, let it be after three and as near fotur as you please. 
Ever, etc.n 

TO MR MOORE. 

« May 4tb, i8i4- 
U DEAR TOM, 

a Thou hast asked me for a song, and I enclose you 

an experiment, which has cost me something more than 

trouble, and is, therefore, less likely to be worth your 

taking any in your proposed setting.^ Now, if it be so, 

throw it into the fire without phrase. 

« Ever yours, 

« Btron. 
I. 

I speak not, I trace not, I breathe not thy name. 

There is grief in the sound, there is guilt in the fame ; 

But the tear which now bums on my cheek may impart 

The deep thoughts that dwell in that sUence of heart. 

1 We had been invited by Lord R. to dine after the play,— an arrange- 
ment which, from its novelty, delighted Lord Byron exceedingly. The 
dinner, howerer, afterward^ dwindled into a mere tnppcis and this 
change was long a subject of jocular resentment with him. 

* I had begged of him to write something for me to set to music. The 
above verses have lately found their way into print, but through a chan- 
nel not very likely to bring them into circulation. I shally therefore^ 
leave them here, undisturbed, in their natural position. 

VOL. II. 10 
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a. 
Too brief for our passioD, too long for our peace 
Were those Lours— can their joy or their bitterness cease ? 
We repent — we abjure — we will break firam oar chaui — 
We will part — we will fl j to — ^unite it a^ain ! 

a. 

Oh ! thine be the gla^Mss, and mine be the guilt ! 
For^^ve me^ adored one ! — ^forsake, if thou wik ;•'— 
But the heart whidi is thine shall expire vndebased. 
And man shall not break it— ^hatCTcr l/tou mayst. 

4- 

And stem to the haaghty, but humble to thee, 

This soul-, in its bitterest blackness, shall be ; 

And our days seem as swift, and oor moments more sweet. 

With diee by my side, than with worlds at our feet. 

5. 
One sigh of thy sorrow, one look of thy loye. 
Shall turn me or fix, shall reward or reprove ; 
And the heartless may vronder at all I resign— 
Thy lip shaK reply, not to them, but to mtii«. 

TO MR MOOAE. 

u Will you and Rogers come to my box at C!oTent, 
then ? I shall be there, and none else — or I won't be 
there, if you twain would like to go without me. Tou 
will not get so good a place bustling among the pub- 
lican boxerSy with damnable apprentices (six feet high) 
on a back row. Will you both oblige me and come — 
or one — or neither-^ or, what you will? 

« P.S. — An you will, I will ciJl for you at half-past six, 
or any time of your own dial.i) 

TO MR BIOORE. 

u I have gotten a box for Othello ti>*nigbt, audi send 
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the ticket for yoar friends the R — fes. I seriously re- 
commend to you to recommend to them to go for half 
an hour, if only to see the third act — they will not ea- 
sily have another opportunity. We — at least, I — can- 
not be there, so there i?vill be no one in their way. 
Will you give or send it to them? it will come with a 
better grace from you than me. 

«I am in no good plight, but will dine at * **s widi 
you, if I can. There is music and Coven t-g. — Will 
yon go, at all events, to my box there aftei^ards, to 
see a ddlmt of a young i6 ' in the ' Child of Nature ?» 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Sunday matio. 

(c Was not lago perfection? particularly the last look. 
I was close to him (in the orchestra), and never saw an 
English countenance half so expressive. I am acquaint- 
ed with no immaterial sensuality so delightful as good 
acting; and, as it is fitting there should be good plays, 
now and then, besides Shakspeare's, I wish you or Camp- 
bell would write one: — the rest of 'us youth' have not 
heart enough. 

<(Yoa were cut up in the Champion — is it not so? 
this day, so am I — even to shocking the editor. The 
critic writes well ; and as, at pres^it, poesy is not my 
passion predominant, and my snake of Aaron has swal- 
lowed up all the other serpents, I donH feel fractious. 
I send you the paper, which I mean to take in for the 
future. We go to M.** together, i^erhaps I shall see 
you before, but don't let me bore you, noW nor ever. 

« Ever, as now, truly and affectionately, etc.» 

Footc's fintappearaoce, which we witnessed together. 



3120 NOTICES OF THE a. d. i8i4. 

TO MR MOORE. 

• May 5th, 181 4* 
u Do you go to the Lady Gahir*s this even.? If you do 
— and whenever we are bound to the same follies — let 
us embark in the same ^ Shippe of Fooles.' I have been 
up till five, and up at nine; and feel heavy with only 
winking for the last three or four nights. 

c(I lost my party and place at supper trying to keep 
out of the way of * * * *. I would have gone away al- 
together, but that would have appeared a worse affec- 
tation than t'other. Tou are of course engaged to din- 
ner, or we may go quietly together to my box at Co- 
vent-garden, and afterwards to this assemblage. Why 
did you go away so soon? 

« Ever, etc, 
<iP.S. — Ought not R***fe's supper to have been a 
dinner? Jackson is here, and I must fatigue myself into 
spirits.)) 

TO MR MOOBE. 

• May iBdi, i8i4* 
cc Thanks— and punctuality. fFhat has passed at 
« « « « House? I suppose that /am to know, and ^pars 
fui' of the conference. I regret that your * * * *8 will 
de.^ain you so late, but I suppose you will be. at Lady 
Jersey's. I am going earlier with Hobhouse. Yon re- 
collect that to-morrow we sup and see Kean. 

u P. S. — Two to-morrow is the hour of pugilism.n 

• 
The supper, to which he here looks forward, took 
place at Watier's, of which club he had lately become a 
member; and, as it may convey some idea of his irre- 
gular mode of diet, and thus account, in part, for the 
frequent derangement of his health, I shall here at- 
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tempt, from recollection, a description of his supper on 
this occasion. We were to have been joined by Lord 
R * *, who however did not arrive, and the party ac- 
cordingly consisted but of ourselves. Having; taken 
upon me to order the repast, and knowing that Lord 
Byron, for the last two days, had done nothing towards 
sustenance, beyond eating a few biscuits and (to appease 
appetite) chewing mastic, I desired that we should have 
a good supply of, at least, two kinds of fish. My com- 
panion, however, confined himself to lobsters, and of 
these finished two or three, to his own share, — inter- 
posing, sometimes, a small liqueur-glass of strong white 
brandy, sometimes a tumbler of very hot water, and 
then pure brandy again, to the amount of near half a 
dozen small glasses of the latter, without which, alter- 
nately with the hot water, he appeared to think the 
lobster could not be digested. After this,. we had claret, 
of which having dispatched two bottles between us, at 
about four o^clock in the morning we parted. 

As Pope has thought his « delicious lobster-nights » 
worth commemorating, these particulars of one in 
which Lord Byron was concerned may also have some 
interest. 

Among other nights of the same description which I 
had the happiness of passing with him, I remember 
once, in returning home from some assembly at rather 
a late hour, we saw lights in the windows of his old 
haunt Stevens's, in Bond-street, and agreed to stoj) 
there and sup. On entering, we found an old friend of 
his. Sir G * * W * *, who joined our party, and the lob- 
sters and brandy and water being put in requisition, it 
was (as usual on such occasions) broad daylight befoi'e 
we separated. 
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LETTER CLXXXII. 

TO MR MOORE. 

» May 23d, i8i4* 
« I must send yoa the Java government gazette of 
July 3d, 1 8^1 3, just sent to me by Murray. Only think 
of our (for it is you and I) settings paper warriors in ar- 
ray in the Indian seas. Does not this sound like fieime — 
something; almost like posterity? It is something; to 
have scribblers squabbling; about us 5ooo miles off, 
while we are ag;reeing so well at home. Bring it with 
you in your pocket; it will make you laugh, as it hath 
me. 

a Ever yours,. 

aB.» 

« P. S.— Oh the anecdote ! » » « « 

* « « * « # ^ 

To the circumstance mentioned in this letter he re- 
curs more than once in the Journals which he kept 
abroad; as thus, in a passage of hi» a Detached 
Thoughts,)) — where it will be perceived that, by a tri- 
fling; lapse of memory, he represents himself as having 
produced this gazette, for the first time, on our way to 
dinner. 

a In the year 18149 as Moore and I were going to 
dine with Lord Grey in Portman-square, I pulled out 
a ' Java Gazette' (which Murray had sent to me), in 
which there was a controversy on our respective merits 
as poets. It was amusing enough that we should be 
.proceeding peaceably to the same table while they were 
squabbling about us in the Indian seas (to be sure, the 
paper was dated six months before), and filling co- 
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lumns with Batavian criticism. But this is fame, I 
presume.)) 

The following; Poem, written about this time and, 
apparently, for the purpose of bein^^ recited at the Ca- 
ledonian Meeting;, I insert principally on accQunt of 
the warm feeling; which it breathes towards Scotland 
and her sons: — 

Who hath not glow'd above the page where Fame 
Hath fix*d high Galedon*s anconquer*d name ; 
The mountain-land which spum'd the Roman chain, 
And baffled back the fiery-crested Dane, 
Whose bright claymore and hardihood of hand 
No foe could tame — no tyrant could command ! 

That race is gone — ^but still their children breathe, 
And glory crowns them with redoubled wreath ; 
0*er Gael and Saxon mingling banners shin6, 
And, England ! add their stubborn strength to thine : 
The blood which flow*d with Wallace flows as free, 
But now 't is only shed for Fame and thee ! 
Oh ! pass not by the Northern yeteran's claim, 
But give support — die world hath given him fame ! 

The humbler ranks, the lowly brave, who bled 
While cheerly following where the mighty led — 
Who sleep beneath the undistinguish*d sod 
Where happier comrades in their triumph trod, 
To us bequeath — ^"t is all their fate allows— 
The sireless offspring and the lonely spouse : 
She on high Albyn's dusky hills may raise 
The tearful eye in melancholy gaze. 
Or view, while shadowy auguries disclose 
The Highland seer s anticipated woes. 
The bleeding phantom of each martial form 
Dim in the cloud, or darkling in the storm ; 
While sad, she chants the solitary song. 
The soft lament for htm who tarries long— 
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Fop him, whose distant relics vainly crave 
The Goronach*s wild reqtiiein to the brave ! 

T is Heaven — ^not man — must charm away the woe 
Which bursts when Nature's feelings newly flow ; 
Yet tendernerss and time may rob the tear 
- Of half its bitterness for one so dear: 
A nation*s gratitude perchance may spread 
A thomless pillow for the widow'd head ; 
May lighten well her heart's maternal care^ 
And wean from penury the soldier s heir. 

LETTER CLXXXIII. 

TO MR MOORE. 

uMay 3lSt, l8l4> 

u As I shall probably not see you here to-day, I write 
to request that, if not inconvenient to yourself, you 
will stay in town till Sunday; if not to gratify me, yet 
to please a great many others, who will be very sorry 
to lose you. As for myself, I can only repeat that I 
wish you would either remain a long time with us, or 
not come at all ; for these snatches of society make the 
suhseq^uent separations bitterer than ever. 

u I believe you think that I have not been quite fair 
with that Alpha and Omega of beauty, etc., with whom 
you would willingly have united me. But if you con- 
sider what her sister said on the subject, you will less 
wonder that my pride should have taken the alarm; 
particularly as nothing but the every-day flirtation of 
every-day people ever occurred between your heroine 
and myself. Had Lady * * appeared to wish it — or even 
not to oppose it — I would have gone on, and very pos- 
sibly married (that is, if the other had heen equally ac- 
cordant) with the same indifference which has frozen 
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over the ^ Black Sea' of almost all my passions. It is 
that Teiy indifference which makes ioae so uncertain 
and apparently capricious. It is not eagerness of new 
pursuits, but that nothing; impresses me sufficiently to 
fix; neither do I feel disg;usted, but simply indifferent 
to almost all excitements. The proof of this is, that ob- 
stacles, the slightest, even, stop me. This can hardly be 
timidity^ for I have done some impudent things too, in 
my time; and in almost all cases, opposition is a sti- 
mulus. In mine, it is not; if a straw were in my way, 
I could not stoop to pick it up. 

u I have sent this long tirade, because I would not 
have you suppose that I have been trifling designedly 
with you or others.- If you think so, in the name of St 
Hubert (the patron of antlers and hunters) let me be 
married out of hand — I don't care to whom, so that it 
amuses any body else, and don't interfere with me 
much in the daytime. 

« Ever, etc.w 

LETTER CLXXXIV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

• June i4t|i, i8i4- 
« I could be very sentimental now, but I won't. The 
truth is, that I have been all my life trying to harden 
my heart, and have not yet quite succeeded — though 
there are great hopes — and you do not know how it 
sunk with your departure. What adds to my regret is 
having seen so little of you during your stay in this 
crowded desert, where one t>ught to be able to bear 
thirst like a camel, — the springs are so few, and most 
of them so muddy. 

«The newspapers will tell you all that is to be tolc' 
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of emperors, etc. ■ They- have dined, and sapped, and 
shown their flat faces in all thoroughfares, and several 
saloons. Their uniforms are very becoming, but 
rather short in the skirts; and their conversation is a 
catechism, for which and the answers I refer you to 
those who have heard it. 

«I think of leaving town for Newstead soon. If so, 

< In a few days after this, lie sent me a long rhyming Epistle full of 
jokes and pleasantries upon every thing and erery one around him, of 
which the following are die only parts produciUe. 

■ < What say / ?' — not a syllable farther in prose ; 

I 'm yonr man *of all mearares/ dear Tom, — so, here goes ! 

Here goes, for a swim on the stream of old Time, 

On those baoyant supporters, the bladders of rhyme. 

If our weight breaks them down, and we sink in the flood, 

We are smother'd, at least, in respectable mud. 

Where the Divers of Bathos lie drown'd in a heap, 

And S * ^'s last Paean has pillow'd his sleep ; — 

That * Felo de se' who, half drnok with his malmsey, 

Walk'd out of his depth and was lost in a calm sea. 

Singing * Glory to God' in a spick and span stanza. 

The Uke (since Tom Sternhold was choked) never man saw. 

« The papers have told you, no doubt, of the fusses, 
The fetes, and the gapings to get at these Russes, — 
Of his Majesty's suite, up from coachman to Hetman,— 
And what dignity decks the flat face of the great man.^ 
I saw him, kst week, at two balls and a party, — 
For a prince, his demeaaour was rather tpo hearty. 
Ton know, we are used to quite different graces, 

ir • • • • 

•The Caar's look, I own, vras much brighter and brisker. 

But then he is sadly deficient in whisker ; 

And wore bat a starless blue coat, and in kersey- 

-mere breeches whisk'd round, in a waltz with the J*% 

Who, lovely as ever, seem'd just as delighted 

With majesty's preseace as those she invited. » ' 
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I shall not be remote from your recess, and (unless 
Mrs M. detains you at home over the caudle-cup and a 
new cradle) we will meet. You shall come to me,' or I 
to you, as you like it; — but meet we will. An invita- 
tion from Aston has reached me, but I do not think I 
shall go. I have also heard of ^** — I should like to 
see her again, for I have not met her for years ; and 
though 'the light that ne'er can shine again' is set, I do 
not know that 'one dear smile like those of old' might 
not make me for a moment forget the 'dulness' of 'life's 
stream.' 

« I am going to R^ ^'s to-night — to one of those sup- 
pers which ^ ought to be dinners.' I have hardly seen 
her, and never hiniy since you set out. I told you, you 
were the last link of that chain. As for * % we have 
not syllabled one another's names since. The post will 
not permit me to continue my' scrawl. More anon. 

« Ever, dear Moore, etc. 

«P.S. — Keep the Journal.' Icare not what becomes of 
it, and if it has amused you, I am glad that I kept it. 
'Lara' is finished, and I am copying him for my third 
vol., now collecting; — but no separate publication.n 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Jane i4tk, i8i4* 
(cl return your. packet of this morning. Have you 
heard that Bertrand has returned to Paris vnth the 
account of Napoleon's having lost his senses? It is a 
report; but, if true, I must, like Mr Fitzgerald and Jere- 
miah (of lamentable memory) lay claim to prophecy ; 
that is to say, of saying, that he ought to go out of his 
senses, in the penultimate stanza of a certain Ode, — the 

* The Joanial from fihich I hrre gi^eii extracts in the preced' 
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which, having been pronounced nonsense by several 
profound critics, has a still further pretension, by its 
uniatelligibility, to inspiration. 

«Ever, etc.» 

LETTER CLXXXV. 

TO MR ROGERS. 

« June 19th, 181 4- 

u I am always obliged to trouble you with my awk- 
wardnesses, and now I have a fresh one. Mr W.» called 
on me several times, and I have missed the honour 
of making his acquaintance, which I regret, but which 
yoUf who know my desultory and uncertain habits, 
will not wonder at, and will, I am sure, attribute 
to any thing but a wish to offend a person who has 
shown me much kindness, and possesses character and 
< talents entitled to general respect. My mornings are 
late^ and passed in fencing and boxing, and a variety of 
most unpoetical exercises, very wholesome, etc., but 
would be very disagreeable to my friends, whom I am 
obliged to exclude during their operation. I never go 
out till the evening, and I have not been fortunate 
enough to meet Mr W. at Lord Lansdowne^s or Lord 
Jersey's, where I had hoped to pay him my respects. 

1(1 would have written to him, but a few words from 
you will go further than all the apologetical sesquipe- 
dalities I could muster on the occasion. It is only to 
say that, without intending it, I contrive to behave 
very ill to every body, and am very sorry for it. 

«£ver, dear R., etc.n 

The following undated notes to Mr Rogers must have 
been written about the same time. 

* Mr Wrangham. 
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« Sunday, 
a Your non-attendance at Gorinne^s is yery apropos, 
as I was on the eve of sending you an excuse. I do not 
feel well enough to go there this evening, and have 
been obliged to dispatch an apology^ I believe I need 
not add one for not accepting Mr Sheridan's invitation 
on Wednesday, which I fancy both you and I understood 
in the same sense :— with him the saying of Mirabeau, 
that ^ worck are things^ is not to be taken literally. 

« Ever, etc. M 

u I will call for you at a quarter before severiy if that 
will suit you. I return you Sir Proteus,* and shall merely 
add in return, as Johnson said of, and to, somebody or 
other, 'Are we alive after all this censure? 

((Believe me, etc.» 

« Tuesday. 

« Sheridan was yesterday, at first, too sober to re- 
member your invitation, but in the dregs of the third 
bottle he fished up his memory. The Stael out-talked 
AVhitbread, was ironed by Sheridan, confounded Sir 
Humphry, and utterly perplexed your slave. The 
rest (great names in the red book, nevertheless) were 
mere segments of the circle. Ma'msell danced a Russ 
saraband with great vigour, grace, and expression. 

a Ever, etc. » 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« June a 1st, i8i4- 
« I suppose 'Lara' \» gone to the devil, — which is no 
great matter, only let me know, that I may be saved 
die trouble of copying the rest, and put the first part 

* A satirical- pamphlet, in which all th« writers of the day were at* 
tacked. 
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into the fire. I really have no anxiety ahout it, and 
shall not be sorry to be saved the copying, "which goes 
on very slowly^ and may prove to you that you may 
speak out— or I should be less slnggbfa. 

tt Yours, etc. » 

LETTER CLXXXVI. 

TO Ha aOGEIfcS. 

« Jane a7tli, i8i4* 

«You could not have made me a more acceptable 
present than Jacqueline, — she is all grace, and soft- 
ness, and poetry; there is so much of the last, that we 
do not feel the want of story, which is simple, yet 
enough, I wonder that you do not oftener unbend to 
more of the same kind. I have some sympathy with 
the softer affections, though very little in my way, and 
no one can depict them so truly and successfully as 
yourself. I have half a mind to pay you in kiiid, or 
rather unkind, for I have just 'supped full of horror' 
in two Cantos of darkness and dismay. 

uDo you go to Lord Elssex's to-night? if so, will you 
]et me call for you at your own hour? I dined with 
Holland-house yesterday at Lord CSowper's; my lady 
very gracious, which she can be more than any one 
when she likes. I was not sorry to see them again, for 
I can't forget that they have been very kind to me. 

« Ever yours most truly, 

(cBn. 

a P.S.— Is there any chance or possibility of making 
it up with Lord Carlisle, as I fedi disposed to do any 
thing reasonable or unreasonable to effect it? I would 
before, but for the 'Courier,' and the possible mis- 
constructions at such a time. Perpend, pronounce. n 
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On my retam to LondoD, for a short time, at the 
beginning of July, I found his Fo&n of « Lara,n which 
he had begun at the latter «id of May, in the hands of 
the printer, and nearly ready for publication. He had, 
before I left town, repeated to me, as we were on our 
way to some evening party, the first hundred and 
twenty lines of the Poem, which he had written the 
day ^before, — at the same time giving me a general 
sketch of the characters and the story. 

His short notes to Mr Murray, during the printing of 
this work, are of the same impatient and whimsical 
character as those of which I have already given spe- 
cimens, in my account of his preceding publications: 
but, as matter of more interest now presses upon us^ 
I shall forbear from transcribiug them at length. In 
one of them he says, a I have just corrected some of the 
most horrible blunders that ever crept into a proof: n— 
in another, u I hope the next proof will be better ; this 
was one which would have consoled Job, if it had been 
of his * enemy's book:')) — a third contains only the 
following words: u Dear sir, you demanded more battle 
— there it is. Yours, etc.» 

The two letters that immediately follow were ad- 
dressed to me, at this time, in town. 

LETTER CLXXXVII. 

TO MR MOORE. 

«Jolj8tk, 1814. 

« I returned to town last night, and had some hopes 
of seeing you to-day, and would have called^ — but I 
have been (though in exceeding distempered good 
health) a little head-achy with free living, as it is calW 
and am now at the freezing point of returning sr 
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Dess. Of coone, I should be sorry that oar paradlel 
lines did not deviate into intersection before you re- 
torn to the country, — after that same nonsuit,' whereof 
the papers have told us, — but, as you must be much 
occupied, I won't be affironted, should your time and 
business militate against our meeting. • 

a Rogers and I have almost coalesced into a joint 
invasion of the public. Whether it '^ill take place or 
not, I do not yet know, and I am afraid Jacqueline 
(which is very beautiful) will be in bad company.' 
But, in this case, the lady will not be the sufferer. 

« I am going to the sea, and then to Scotland ; and I 
have been doing nothing, — that is, no good, — and am 
very truly, etc,» 

LETTER CLXXXVIII. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« I suppose, by your non-appearance, that the phi- 
/osophy of my note, and the previous silence of the 
writer, have put or kept you in humeur. Never ihind 
— it is hardly worth while. 

ttThis day have I received information from my man 
of law of the non — and never likely to be — perform- 
ance of purchase by Mr Glaughton, of impecuniary 
memory. He don't know what to do, or when to pay ; 
and so all my hopes and worldly projects and prospects 
are gone to the devil. He (the purchaser, and the 
devil too, for aught I care) and I, and my legal ad- 

« He alludes to as action for piracy brought by Mr Power (the pub- 
lisher of my moiical works), to the trial of which I had been sommooed 
as t witniCM. 

* Lord Byron afterwards proposed that I should make a third in this 
publication; but the honour was a perilous one, and I begged lea?e to 
decline it. 
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pi visers, are to meet to-moFrow, — the said purchaser 
ii having first taken special care to inquire ' whether I 
fie would meet him with temper ?* — Certainly. The 
i§ question is this — I shall either have fhe estate back, 
m which is as good as^ ruin, or I shall go on with him 

dawdling, which is rather worse. 1 have brought my 
Ik pigs to a Mussulman market. If I had but a wife now, 
|j3 and children, of whose paternity I entertained doubts, 
igfi I should be happy, or rather fortunate, as Gandide or 
jif Scarmentado. In the mean time, if you don't come 

and see me, I shall think that Sam.'s bank is broke 



r. 

a too ; and that you, having assets there, are despairing 

ij; of more than a piastre in the pound for your divi- 
dend. 

« Ever, etc.» 

TCr MR MUKRAT. 

K July II, i8i4* 
i a You shall have one of the pictures. I wish you to 
i send the proof of 'Lara' to Mr Moore, 33, Bury-street, 
( to-night, as he leaves town to-morrow, and wishes to 
see it before he 'goes; ' and I am also willing to have 
I the benefit of his remarks. 

^ . « Yours, etc»» 

I 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« July tSth, i8i4- 
f(I think you will be satisfied even to repletion with 
our northern friends, * and I won't deprive you longer 

* In a note which I wrote to him, before starling, next day, I find the 

' following ! — « I got Lara at three o'clock this morning — read him before- 
I dept, and wa» enraptured. I take the proo£i with me.* 

* He here refers to an article in the number of the Edinburgh Review,, 
! just then published (No. 4^)) on the Corsair and Bride of Abydos. 

10. 
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of what I think will give you pleasure: for my oivn 
part, my modesty, or my vanity, must be silent. 

«P.S. — If you could spare it for an hour in the 
evenin{][, I wish you to send it up to Mrs Leigh, your 
neighbour, at the London Hotel, Albemarle-8treet.» 

LETTER CLXXXIX. 

TO MR MURBAT. 

• July 23, l8l4« 

<( I am sorry to say that the print < is by no means 
approved of by those who have seen it, who are pretty 
conversant with the original, as well as the picture 
from whence it is taken. I rather suspect that it is 
from the copy, and not the exhibited portrait, and in 
this dilemma would recommend a suspension, if not 
an abandonment, of thepre/^xton to the volumes which 
you purpose inflicting upon the public. 

tt With regard to Lara^ don't be in any hurry. I have 
not yet made up my mind on the subject, nor know what 
to think or do till I hear from you; and Mr Moore 
appeared to me in a similar state of indetermination. I 
do not know that it may not be better to reserve it for 
the entire publication you proposed, and not adventure 
in hardy singleness, or ev^i backed by the fairy Jac- 
queline. I have been seized with all kinds of doubts, 
etc. etc., since I left London. 

a Pray let me hear from you, and believe me, etc • 

LETTER CXC. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« July 34th, i8i4- 
The minority must, in this case, carry it; so pray let 

* An enf;raTin§ by A^ from Phillips's portrait of him. 
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it be so, for I don't care sixpence for any of the opinions 
you mention, on such a subject; and P*^ must be a 
dunce to agree with them. For my own part, Ihave no 
objection at all ; but Mrs Leigh and my cousin must be 
better judges of the likeness than others ; and they hate 
it ; and so I won't have it at all. 

uMr Hobhouse is right as for his conclusion ; but I 
deny the premises. The name only is .Spanish; ' .the 
country is not Spain, but the Morea. 

CI Waverley is the best and most interesting novel I 
have redde since — I don't know when. I like it as 
much as I liate^ % and * *y and * *, and all the feminine 
trash of the last four months. Besides, it is all easy to 
me, I have been in Scotland so much (though then 
young enough too), and feel at home with the people, 
Lowland and Gael. 

« A note will correct what Mr Hobhouse thinks an 
error (about the feudal system in Spain); — it is not 
Spain. If he puts a few words of prose any where, it 
will set all right. 

c( I have been ordered to town to vote. I shall disobey. 
There is ho good in so much prating/ since 'certain 
issues strokes should arbitrate.' If you have any thing 
to say, let me hear from you. 

« Yours, etc. » 

LETTER CXCL 

TO MR MURRAY. 

• August 3d, i8i4* 
« It is certainly a little extraordinary that you have 
not sent the Edinburgh Review, as I requested, and 
hoped it would not require a note a day to remind you. 

- * Alfuding to Lara. 
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I see advertisements of Lara and Jacqueline ; pray, why? 
when I requested you to postpone publication till my 
return to town. 

a I have a most amusing epistle from the Ettrick bard 
— Hogg; in which, speaking of bis bookseller, whom he 
denominates the ' shabbiest^ of the trade for not 4ifting 
his bills/ he adds, in so many words, ^ G— -d d — n him 
oind them both.' This is a pretty prelude to asking yon 
to adopt him (the said Hogg);, but this he wishes; and 
if you please, you and I will talk it over. He has a 
poem ready for the press (and your bills too, if 
' /(/fable'), and bestows some benedictions on Mr Moore 
for his abduction of Lara from the forthcoming Mis- 
cellany. I 

« P.S.— Sincerely, I think Mr Hogg would suit yon 
very well; and surely he is a man of great powers, 
and deserving of encouragement. I must knock out a 
Tale for him, and you should at all events consider 
before you reject his suit. Scott is gone to the Orkneys 
in a gale of wind, and Hogg says that, during the said 
gale, ' he is sure that Scott is not quite at his ease, to say 
the best of it.' Ah ! I wish these homekeeping bards 
could taste a Mediterranean white squall, or the Gut in 
a gale of wind, or even the Bay of Biscay with no wind 
at all.» 

LETTER CXCn. 

TO MR MOORE. 

• HastiDgg, August Sd, i8i4* 
<( By the time this reaches your dwelling, I shall (God 
wot) be in town again probably. I have been here 

* Mr Hogg had been led to hope that he should be permiued to insert 
this Poem in a Miscellany which he had at thisdme some thoughts of pub- 
lishing ; and whateyef advice I may have given against such a mode of dis- 
posing of the work arose certainly not from any ill-will to this ingeoious 
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renewing my acquaintance with my old friend Ocean ; 
and I find his bosom as pleasant a pillow for an hour in 
the morning as his daughter's of Paphos could he in the 
twilight. I have been swimming and eating turbot, 
and smug£^ing neat brandies and silk handkerchief,—- 
and listening to my friend Hodgson's- raptures about a 
pretty wife-elect of his^ — 9nd walking on cliffs, and 
tumbling down hills, and making the most of the 
^ dolce far-niente' for the last fortnight. I met a son of 
Lord Erskine's,. who says he has been married a year, 
and is the ^ happiest of men f and I have met the afore- 
said H., who is also the ' happiest of men ;' so, it is worth 
while being here, if only to witness the superlative feli- 
city of these foaies, who have cut off their tails,, and 
would persuade the rest to part vnth their brushes to 
keep them in countenance. 

. tt It rejoiceth me that you like ^Lara.' Jeffrey is out 
with his i^Sth Number, which I suppose you have got. 
He is only too kind to me, iumy share of it, and I begin 
to fancy myself a golden pheasant, upon the strength 
of the plumage wherewith he hath bedecked me. But 
then, 'surgit amari,.' etc. — the gentlemen of the Cham- 
pion, and Perry, have got hold (I know not how) of the 
condolatory address to Lady JL on ihe picture-abduc- 
tion by our R ^ ^ ^, and have published Uiem — with my 
name, too^ smack — without even asking leave, or in* 
quiring whether or no! D— n their impudence, and 
d — n every thing. It has put me out of patience, and 
so, I shall say no more about it. 

tt You shall have Lara and Jacque (both with some 
additions) when out; but I am still demurring and 
delaying, and in a fuss, and so is R. in his way. 

and reiiiarl(Ab)e man, bat from a centideration of what I dionght mos<^ 
advantageous to the Same of Lord Byron . 
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u Newstead is to be mine again. Claughton forfeits 
twenty-five thousand ponnds ; but that don't prevent me 
from being; very prettily ruined. I mean to bury myself 
there — and let my beard grow — and hate you all. 

« Oh ! I have had the most amusing letter from Hogg, 
the Ettrick minstrel and shepherd.. He wants me to 
recommend him to Murray, and, speaking of his present 
bookseller, whose ^ bills'* are never ^ lifted,' he adds, fo- 
tidem verbis, 'God d — n him and them both.' I laughed, 
and so would you too, at the way in which this execra- 
tion is introduced. The said Hogg is a strange beings 
but of great^ though uncoudi, powers. I think very 
highly of him, as a poet; but he, and half of these 
Scotch and Lake troubadours, are spoilt by living in 
little circles and petty societies. London and the world 
is the only place to take the conceit out of a man — in 
the milling phrase. Scott, he says, is gone to the Ork- 
neys in a gale of wind ;^-during which wind, he affirms, 
the said Scott, 'he is sure,' is not at his ease, — to say the 
best of it.' Lord, Lord, if these homekeeping minstrels 
had crossed your Atlantic or my Mediterranean, and 
tasted a little open boating in a white squall — or a gale 
in 'the Gut'— or the * Bay of Biscay,' with no gale at 
all — how it would enliven and introduce them to a 
few of the sensations !— to say nothing of an illicit 
amour or two upon shore, in the way of essay upon the 
Passions, beginning with simple adultery, and com- 
pounding it as they went along. 

a I have forwarded your letter to Murray, — by the 
way, you had addressed it to Miller. Pray write to me, 
and say what art thou doing ? ' Not finished !' — Oons 1 
how is this ? — these ' flaws and starts ' must be ' autho- 
rised by your grandam,' and are unbecoming of any 
other author. I was sorry to hear of your discrepancy 
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with the* *s, or rather, your abjuration of agfreement. 
I don't want to be impertinent, or buffoon on a serious 
subject, and am therefore at a loss what to say. 

a I hope nothing will induce you to abate from the 
proper price of your poem, as- long as there is a pro- 
spect of getting it. For my own part, I have, seriously, 
and not whiningly ( for that is not my way — at least, it 
used not to.be), neither hopes, nor prospects, and 
scarcely even wishes^ I am, in some respects, happy, 
but not in a manner that can or ought to last, — but 
enough of that. The worst of it is, I feel quite ener- 
vated and indifferent. I really do not know, if Jupiter 
were to offer me my choice of the contents of his bene- 
volent cask, what I would pick out of it. If I was born, 
as the nurses say, with a ^ silver spoon in my mouth,' it 
has stuck in my throat, and spoiled my palate, so that 
nothing put into it is swallowed with much relish, — 
unless it be cayenne. However, I have grievances 
enough to occupy me that way too ; — but for fear of 
adding to yours by this pestilent long diatribe, I post- 
pone the reading them, sine die. Ever, dear M., yours, 
etc. 

« P.S. — Don't forget my godson. Yoil couM not 
have fixed on a fitter porter for his sins than me, being 
used to carry double without inconvenience. i> * * 



LETTER CXCIII. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« August 4th, i8i4« 
u Not naving received the slightest answer to my last 
three letters, nor the book (the last number of the 
Edinburgh Review^ which they requested, I presume 
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that yon were the anfortanate person who perished in 
the pa^^a on Monday last, and address this rather to 
your executors than yourself, regretting that yon should 
have had the ill-luck to be the sole victim on that joyous 
occasion. 

ic I beg leave then to inform these gentlemen (whoevor 
they may be) that I am a little surpiised at the previous 
negleet of the deceased, and also at observing an adver- 
tisement of an approaching pnblication on Saturday 
next, against the which I protested, and do protest, for 
the present. 

« To»rs (or theirs), etc. 

aB.)t 

LETTER CXCIV. 

TO MR MUBRi.T. 

« AngQst 5th, i8i4- 
M The Edinburgh Review is arrived — thanks. I en- 
close Mr Hobhouse's letter, from which you will perceive 
the work you have made. However, I have done : you 
must send my rhymes to the devil your own way. It 
seems also that the ^faithful and spirited likeness' is 
another of your publications. I wish you joy of it; 
but it IS no likeness — that is the point. Seriously, if 1 
have delayed your journey to Scotland, I am sorry that 
you carried your complaisance so far; particularly as 
upon trifles you have a more summary method; — 
witness the grammar of Hobhouse's ^ bit of prose/ which 
has put him and me into a fever. 

a Hogg must translate his own words : Hifiing' is a quo- 
tation from his letter, together with ^ God d — n,' etc., 
which I suppose requires no translation. 

a I was unaware of the contents of Mr Moore*s letter; 
"^ think your offer very handsome, but of that you and 
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he must judge. If he can get more, you won't wonder 
that he should accept it. 

u Out with Lara, since it must be. The tome looks 
pretty enough — on the outside. I shall he in town next 
week, and in the mean time wish you a pleasant 
journey. ci Yours, etc. » 

LETTER CXGV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Ati|];ust lath, i8i4* 
« I was not alone, nor will he while I can help it. 
Newstead is not yet decided. Claughton is to make a 
grand effort by Saturday week to complete, — if not, he 
must give up twenty-five thousand pounds, and the 
estate, with expenses, etc. etc. If I resume the Abbacy, 
you shall have due notice, and a cell set apart for your 
reception, with a pious welcome. Rogers I have not 
seen, but Larry and Jacky came out a few days ago. 

Of their effect, I know nothing. 

***** 

a There is something very amusing in jour being an 
Edinburgh Reviewer. You know, I suppose, that T * * 
is none of the placidest, and may possibly enact some 
tragedy on being told that he is only a fool. If, now, 
Jeffrey were to be slain on account of an article of 
yours, there would be a fine conclusion. For my part, 
as Mrs Winifred Jenkins says, ^ he has done the hand- 
some thing by me,' particularly in his last number; so. 
he IS the best of men and the ablest of critics, and I won't 
have him killed, — though I dare say many wish he were, 
for being so good-humoured. 

tt Before I left Hastings, I got in a passion with an ink 
bottle, which I flung out of the window one night wr 

VOL. II. II 
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a vengeancG^— and what then? why, next morning I 
was horrified hy seeing that it had struck, and split 
upon, the petticoat of Euterpe's graven image in the 
garden, and grimed her as if it were on purpose.' Only 
think of my distress, — and the epigrams that might be 
engendered on the Mu^ and her misadventure. 

a I had an adventure, almost as ridiculous, at some 
private theatricals near Cambridge — though of a diffe- 
rent description — since I saw you last. I quarrelled 
with a man in the dark for asking me who I was (inso- 
lently enough, to be sure), and followed him into the 
green-room (a stable) in a rage, amongst a set of people 
I never saw before. He turned out to be a low come- 
dian, engaged to act with the amateurs, and to be a 
civil-spoken man enough, when be found out thai no* 
thing very pleasant was to be got by rudeness. But you 
would have been amused with the row, and the dia- 
logue, and the dress — or rather the undress-— of the 
party, where I had introduced myself in a devil of a 
hurry, and the astonishment that ensued. I had gone 
out of the theatre, for coolness, into ^he garden ; — there 
I had tumbled over some dogs, and, coming away from 
them in very ill-humour, encountered the man in a 
worse, which produced all this confusion. 

a Well— and why don't you 'launch?' — Now is your 
time. The people are tolerably tired with me, and not 
very much enamoured of ^ *, who has just spawned a 

< HU servant had broii(;ht him ap a large jar of ink, into which, not 
•apposing it to be foil, he bad ihnitt his pen down to the very bociom. 
Enraged, on finding it come oat all smeared with ink* he flung the bouie 
out of the window into the garden, where it lighted, as here described, 
upon one of eight leaden Muses, that had been imported, some time be- 
fore, from Holland, — the ninth haying I^een, by some accident, left 
behind. 



A. o. i8i4. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. ^43 

quarto of metapliysical blank verse, which is neverthe* 
less only a part of a poem. 

u Murray talks of divorcing Larry and Jacky — a bad 
sign for the authors, who, I. suppose, will be divorced 
too, and throw the blame upon one another. Se- 
riously, I don't care a cigar about it, and I don't see why 
Sam should. 

a Let me bear from and of you and my godson. If a 

daughter, the name will do quite as well. * * 

« « « « « 

((Ever, etc. » 
LETTER CXGVL 

TO ME MOORE. 

« Au{][ust 1 3th, i8i4' 
((I wrote yesterday to Mayfield, and have just now 
en franked your letter to mamma. My stay in town is 
so uncertain (not later thfui next week) that your.pa€ket9 
for the north may not reach me; and as I know not 
exactly where I am going — however, Newstead is my 
most probable destination, and if you send your dis- 
patches before Tuesday, I can forward them to our new 
ally. But, after that day, you had better not trust to 
their arrival in time. 

* * has been exiled from Paris, on dit^ for saying the 
Bourbons were old women. The Bourbons might have 

been content, I think, with returning the compliment. 

« « « « « « 

u I told you all about Jacky and Larry yesterday; — 
they are to be separated,— at least, so says the grand 
M., and I know no more of the matter. Jeffrey has 
done me more than * justice', but as to tragedy— um! 
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— I have no time for fiction at present. A man cannot 
paint a storm with the vessel under bare poles, on a lee- 
shore. WheQ I get to land, I will try what is to be 
done, and, if I founder, there be plenty of mine elders 
and betters to console Melpomene. 

« When at Newstead, you must come over, if only for 
a day — should Mrs M. be exigeante of your presence. 
The place is worth seeing, as a ruin^ and I can assure 
you there was some fun there, even in my time ; but 
that is past. The ghosts,' however, and the gothics, and 
the waters, and the desolation, make it very lively still. 

u Ever, dear Tom, yours, etc.» 

LETTER CXCVII. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

N Newstead Abbey, September ad, i8i4* 
a I am obliged by what you have sent, but would 
rather not see any thing of the kind ;^ we have had 

( It was, if 1 mUtake not, duriog his recent visit to Newstead, that he 
himself actaally fancied he saw the {{host of the Black Ffriar, which 
was supposed to have haanied l^e Abbey from the lime of the dissolution 
of the monasteries, and which he thus describes, from the recollectioa 
perhaps of his own fantasy, in Don Juan : 

It was no mouse, but, 1o ! a monk, array'd 
In cowl and beads, and dusky Q^th, appear'd, 

Now in the moonlight, and now lapsed in shade. 
With steps that trod as heavy^ yet unheard : 

His (garments only a slight murmur made; 
He moved as shadowy as the sisters weird, 

But slowly ; and as he pass'd Juan by. 

Glanced, without pausing, on him a bright ey«. 

It is said; that the Newstead ghost appeared, also, to Lord Byron's 
cou»in; Miss Fanny Parkins, and that she made a sketch of him from 
memory. 

* The reviews and magazines of the month. 
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enough of these things already, good and bad, and next 
month you need not trouble yourself to collect even 
the higher generation — on my account. It gives me 
much pleasure to hear of Mr Hobhouse's and Mr Meri- 
vale's good entreatment by the journals you mention. 

a I still think Mr Hogg and yourself might make out 
an alliance. D'odsley*s was, I believe, the last decent 
thing of the kind, and his had great success in its day, 
and lasted several years ; but then he had the double 
advantage of editing and publishing. The Spleen, and 
'several of Gray's odes, much of 5Aen5(on6, and many 
others of good repute, made their first appearance in 
bis collection. Now, with the support of Scott, Words- 
worth, Southey, etc., I see little reason why you should 
not do as well; and if once fairly established, you would 
have assistance from the youngsters, I dare say. Strat- 
ford Canning (whose 'Buonaparte' is excellent), and 
many others, and Moore, and Hobhouse, and I, would 
try a fall now and then (if permitted), and you might 
coax Campbell, too, into it. By the by, Ae has an un- 
published (though printed) poem on a scene in Germany 
(Bavaria, I think), which I saw last year, that is perfectly 
magnificent, and equal to himself. I wonder he don't 
publish it. 

a Oh !— do you recollect S**, the engravei^s, mad letter 
about not engraving Phillip's picture of Lord Foley ?{jis 
he blundered it); well, I have traced it, I think. It seems, 
by the papers, a preacher of Johanna Southcote's is 
named Foley; and I can no way account for the said- 
S'^*'s confusion of words and ideas, but by that of his 
head's running on Johanna and her apostles. It was a 
mercy he did not say Lord Tozer. You know, of course, 
that S** is a believer in this new (old) virgin of spiri- 
tual impregnation. 
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ti I long to know what she will produce :' her being 
with child at sixty-fire is indeed a miracle, but her getting 
any one to beget it, a greater. 

u If you were not going to Paris or Scotland, I could 
send you some game: if you remain, let me know. 

« P.S. — ^A word or two of Lara^ which your enclosure 
brings before me. It is of no great promise separately; 
but, as connected with the other tales, it will do very 
wdi for the volumes you mean to publish. I would 
recommend this arrangement — Chiide Harold, the 
smaller Poems, Giaour, Bride, Corsair, Lara ; the last 
completes the series, and its very likeness renders it 
necessary to the others. Cawthome writes that they 
are publishing EngUsh Bards in Ireland: pray inquire 
into this; because it must be stopped.** 

LETTER CXCVIIL 

TO MR MUREAT. 

* uNewstead Abbey, Sept. 7th, i8i4« 
u I should think" Mr Hogg, for his own sake as well 
as yours, would be 'criticar as lago himself in his edi- 
torial capacity; and that such a publication would 
answer his purpose, and yours too, with tolerable ma- 
nagement. Tou^ should, however, have a good number 
to start- with — I mean, good in quality; in these days, 
there can be little fear of not coming up to the mark 
in quantity. There roust be many ' fine things' in Words- 
worth; but I should think it difficult to made six 

* The following characterittic note^ in reference to this patsaf^, ap- 
pears, in Mr Gifibrd't liand-wricin09 on tka copy of che aboTe letter:— 
« It is a pity that Lord B. was ignorant of Jonson. The old poet has a 
Satire on the Court Pucelle that would have supplied him with some plea- 
santry on Joanna's pregnancy.* 
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quartos (the amount of the whole) all fiue, particularly 
the pedlar's portion of the poem ; but there can be no 
doubt of his powers to do almost any thing. 

«I am * very idle.' I have read the few books I had 
with me, and. been forced to fish, for lack of argument. 
r have caught a great many perch and some carp, 
which is a comfort, as one would not lose one's labour 
wiMingly. 

a Pray, who corrects the press, of your volumes? I 
Iiope *The Corsair' is printed from the copy I corrected 
with the additional lines in the first Canto, and some 
notes from Sismondi and Lavater, which I gave you to 
add thereto. The arrangement is very well. 

« My cursed people have not sent my papers since 
Sunday, and I have lost Johanna's divorce from Jupi- 
ter. Who hath gotten her with prophet? Is it Sharpe? 
and how? * ** ** * * * 
I should like to buy one of her seals : if salvation can 
be had at half-a-guinea a head^ the landlord of the 
Crown and Anchor should be ashamed of himself for 
charging double for tickets to a mere terrestrial ban- 
quet. I am afraid, seriously, that these matters will 
lend a sad handle 10 your profane scoffers, and give a 
loose to much damnable laughter. 

« I have not seen Hunt's Sonnets nor Descent of Li- 
berty : he has chosen a pretty place wherein to compose 
the last. Let me hear from you before you embark. 

c( Ever, etc.w 

LETTER CXGIX. 

TO MR MOORE. 

• Newstead Abbey, Sept. i5, i8i4- 
u This is tlie fourth letter I have begun to you withir 
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the month. Whether I shall finish or not, or hum it like 
the rest, I know not. When we meet, I will explain 
why I have not written — why 1 have not 9sked yoa 
here, as I wished — with a great many other whys and 
wherefores, which will keep cold. In short, you must 
excuse all my seeming omissions and commissions, and 
grant me more remission than St Atlianasius will to 
yourself, if you lop off a single shred of mystery from 
his pious puzzle. It is my creed (and it may be St Atha- 
nasius's too) that your article on T** will get somebody 
killed, and that on the Seunts, get him d — d afterwards, 
which will be quite enow for one number. Oons, Tom! 
you must not meddle just now with the incomprehen- 
sible ; for if Johanna Southcote turns out to be * * * 

(( Now for a little egotism. My affairs stand thus. 
To-morrow, I shall know whether a circumstance of 
importance enough to change many of my plans wUl 
occur or not. If it does not^ I am off for Italy next 
month, and London, in the mean time, next week. I 
have got back Newstead and twenty- five thousand 
pounds (out of twenty-eight paid already), — as a ^sa- 
crifice,' the late purchaser calls it, and he may chuse 
his own name. I have paid some of my debts, and 
contracted others; but I have a few thousand pounds, 
which I can't spend after my own heart in this climate, 
and so, I shall, go back to the south. Hobhouse, I 
think and hope, will go with me; but, whetlier he will 
or not, I shall. I want to see Venice, and the Alps, 
and Parmesan cheeses, and look at the coast of Greece, 
or rather Epirus, from Italy, as I once did — or fancied 
I did — that of Italy, when off Corfu. AH this; however, 
depends upon an event, which may, or may not, 
happen. Whether it will, I shall know probably to- 
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morrow, and, if it does, I can't well go abroad at pre- 

KOt. 

a Pray pardon this parenthetical scrawl. You shall 
hear from me again soon ; — I don't call this an answer. 
(I Ever most affectionately, etc.ii 

The u circumstance of importance," to vhich he 
alludes in this letter, was his second proposal for Miss 
Milbanke, of which he was now waiting the result. His 
own account, in his Memoranda, of the circumstances 
that led to this step is, in suhstance, as far as I can 
trust my recollection, as follows. A person, who had 
for some time stood high in his affection and confi- 
dence, observing how cheerless and unsettled was the 
state both of his mind and prospects, advised him 
strenuously to marry; and, after much discussion, he 
consented. The next point for consideration was— 
who was to be the object of his choice; and while his 
friend mentioned one lady, he himself named Miss 
Milbanle. To this, however, his adviser strongly ob- 
jected, — remarking to him, that Miss Milbanke bad at 
present no fortune, and that his embarrassed affairs 
would not allow him to marry without one; that she 
was, moreover, a learned lady, which would not at all 
suit him. In consequence of these representations, he 
agreed that his friend should write a proposal for him 
to the other lady named, which was accordingly done; 
— and an answer, containing a refusal, arrived as they 
were, one morning, sitting together. uYou sec," aa^id 
Lord Byron, u that, after all, Miss Milbanke is to be the 
person; — I will write to her.n He accordii^ly wrote 
oil the moment, and, as soon as he had finished, his 
friend, remonstrating still strongly against his choice, 
took up the letter, — but, on reading it over, observed 
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« Well, really, this is a very pretty letter; — ^it is a pity it 
should not go. I never read a prettier one.)> uTben 
it shall go,» said Lord Byron, and in so sayinjg^ sealed 
and sent off, on the instant, this fiat of his fate. 

LETTER CC. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Nd., September iSth, 1814. 

« I have written to you one letter to-nig^ht, but must 
send you this much more, as I have not franked my 
number, to say that I rejoice in my god-daughter, and 
will send her a coral and bells, which I hope she will 
accept, the moment I %tt hack to London. 

tt My head is at this moment in a state of confusion, 
from various causes, which I can neither describe nor 
explain — but let that pass. My employments have 
been very rural — fishing, shooting, bathing, and boat- 
ing. Books I have but few here, and those I have read 
ten times over, till sick of them. So, I have taken to 
breaking soda-water bottles with my pistols, and jump- 
ing into the water, and rowing over it, and firing at the 
fowls of the air. But why should I * monster my no- 
things' to you, who are well employed, and happily 
too, I should hope. For my part, I am happy too, in 
my way— but, as usual, have contrived to get into three 
or four perplexities, which I do not see my way through. 
But a few days, perhaps a day, will determine one of 
them. 

u You do not say a word to me of your Poem. I 

wish I could see or Jiear it. I neither could, nor would, 

do it or its author any harm. I believe I told you of 

Larry and Jacquy. A friend of mine was reading— at 

east a friend of his was reading — said Larry and Jacquy 
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in a Brighton couch. A passenger took up the hook 
and queried as to the author. The proprietor said 
*diere were fiyo'— to which the answer of the unknown 
was, * Ay, ay— -a joint conarrU) I suppose, summot like 
Stemhold and Hopkins.' 

«Is not this excellent? I would not have missed the 
^ vUe comparison' to have 'scaped heing one of the 
* Arcades amho et can tare pares/ Good night. Again 
youTs.» 

LETTER CCL 

TO MR MOORE. 

• Mewstead AUbey, Sept. aotb, i8i4* 

Here *« to her who long 

Hath waked the poet*s sigh I 
Tbe girl who gave to soug 

What gold could never buy. •— « Mt dear 

Moore*, I am going to he married — that is, I am ac- 
cepted,' and one usually hopes the rest will follow. 
My mother of the Gracchi (that are to he).jou think 
too strait-laced for me, although the paragon of only 
children, and invested with 'golden opinions of all 
sorts of men,' and full of 'most blest conditions' as 
Desdcmona herself. Miss Milbanke is the lady, and 1 
have her father's invitation to proceed there in my elect 

< On the day of the arrival of the lady's answer, he wa* sitting, at din- 
ner, when his gardener came in and presented him with his mother's 
wedding ring, which she had lost many years before, and which the gar- 
dener had jnst fonnd in digging np the mould nnder her window. Almost 
at the aame moment, the letter from Miss Milbanke arrived, and Lord 
Byron exclaimed, « If it contains a consent, I will be married with this 
very ring.* It did contain a very flattering acceptance of his proposal, 
and a duplicate of the letter had been tent to London, in cue this ihoold 
have miftsed him.-^Afemoranc/a. 
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capacity, — which, however, I cannot do till I have 
settled some business in London, and §ot a blue coat. 

a She is said to be an heiress, but of that I really 
know nothing certainly, and shall not inquire. But I 
do know, that she has talents and excellent qualities, 
and you will not deny her judgment, after having 
refused six suitors and taken me. 

« NoWy if you have any thing to say against this, pray 
do; my mind 's made up, positively fixed, determined, 
and therefore I will listen to reason, because now it can 
do no harm. Things may occur to break it off, but I 
will hope not. In the mean time, I tell you (a secret, by . 
the by, — at least, till I know she wishes it to be public) 
that I have proposed and am accepted. You need not 
be in a hurry to wish me joy, for one mayn't be married 
for months. I am going to town to-morrow; but expect 
to be here, on my way there, within a fortnight. 

a If this had hot happened, I should have gone to 
Italy. In my way down, perhaps, you will meet me at 
Nottingham, and come over with me here. I need not 
say that nothing will give me greater pleasure. I must, 
of course, reform thoroughly; and, seriously, if I can 
contribute to her happiness, I shall secure my own. 
She is so good a person, that — that — in short, I wish I 
was a better* 

« Ever, etc.n 

LETTER CCIL 

TO THE COUNTESS OF * * *. 

« Albany, October Sth, 1814* 

((DEAR LABY**, 

(t Your recollection and invitation do me great honour; 
but I am going to be ^married, and can't come.* My 
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intended is two hundred miles off, and the moment my 
business here is arranged, I must set out in a great 
hurry to be happy. Miss Milbanke is the good-natured 
person who has undertaken me, and, of course, I am 
▼ery much in love, and as silly as all single gentlemen 
must be in that sentimental situation. I have been 
accepted these three weeks; but when the event will 
take place, I don't exactly know. It depends partly 
upon lawyers, who are never in a hurry. One can be 
sure of nothing; but, at present, there appears no other 
interruption to this intention, which seems as mutual 
as possible, and now no secret, though I did not tell 
first, and all our relatives are congratulating away to 
right and left in the most fatiguing manner. 

u You perhaps know the lady. She is niece to Lady 
Melbourne, and cousin to Lady Cowper and others of 
your acquaintance, and has no fault, except being a 
great deal too good for me, and that / must pardon, 
if nobody else should. It might have been two years 
ago, and, if it had, would have saved me a world of 
trouble. She has employed the interval in refusing 
about half a dozen of my particular friends (as she did 
me once, by the way), and has taken me at last, for 
which I am very much obliged to her. I wish it was 
well over, for I do hate bustle, and there is no marry- 
ing without some; — and then, I must not marry in a 
black coat, they tell me, and I can't bear a blue one. 

uPray forgive me for scribbling all this nonsense. 
Tou know I must be serious all the rest of my life, and 
this is a parting piece of buffoonery, which I write with 
tears in my eyes, expecting to be agitated. Believe me 
most seriously and sincerely ypur obliged servant, 

tt Btron* 

P. S. — My best renis. to Lord * * on his return.>i 
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LETTER CCIII. 



TO MR MOOHE. 



« October 7th, 18 14- 

u Notwithstanding the contradictory paragraph in 
the Morning Chronicle, which must have been sent 
by**, or perhaps — I know not why I should suspeet 
Claughton of such a thing, and yet I partly do, because 
it might interrupt his renewal of purchase, if so dis- 
posed ; in short, it matters not, but we are all in the 
road to matrimony — lawyers settling, relations con- 
gratulating, iny intended as kind as heart could wish, 
and every one, whose opinion I valu^ very glad of it. 
All her relatives, and all mine too, seem equally pleased. 

« Perry was very sorry, and has re-contradicted, as 
you will perceive by this day^s paper. It was, to be 
sure, a devil of an insertion, since the first paragraph 
came from Sir Ralph's own County Journal, and this 
in the teeth of it would appear to him and his as my 
denial. Rut I have written to do away that, enclosing 
Perry's letter, which was very polite and kind. 

ic Nobody hates bustle so much as I do ; but there 
seems a fatality over every scene of my drama, always 
a row of some sort or other. No matter— Fortune is 
my best friend, and as I acknowledge my obligations to 
her, I hope she will treat me better than she treated the 
Athenian, who took some merit to himself on some oc- 
casion, but (after that) took no more towns. In fact, 
she^ that exquisite goddess, has hitherto carried me 
through every thing, and will, I hope, aow ; since I 
own it will be all her doing. . 

« Well, now for thee. Your article on * * is per- 
fection itself. You must not leave off reviewing. By 
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Jove, I believe you can do any thing. There is wit, 
and taste, and learning, and good -humour (though not 
a whit less severe for that) in every line of that critique. 

« Next to your being an E. Reviewer, my being of the 
same kidney, and Jeffrey's being such a friend to both, 
are amongst the events which I conceive were not cal- 
culated upon in Mr — what h his name? 's — ' Essay on 
Probabilitiies.' 

u But, Tom, I say — Oons ! Scott menaces the ^ Lord 
of the Isles.' Do you mean to compete ? or lay by, till 
this wave has broke upon the $lielves (of booksellers, not 
rocks — a broken metaphor, by the way). You ought to 
be afraid of nobody ; but your modesty is really as pro- 
voking and unnecessary as * * 's. I am very merry, 
and have just been writing some elegiac stanzas oh tlie 
death of Sir P.^ Parker. He was my first-cousin, but 
never met since boyhood. Our relations desired me, 
and I have scribbled and given it to Perry, who will 
Chronicle it to-morrow. I am as sorry for him as one 
could be for one I never saw since I was a child ; but 
should not have wept melodiously, except ^ at the re- 
quest of friends/ 

« I hope to get out of town and be married, but I 
shall take Newstead in my way, and you must meet me 
at Nottingham and accompany me to mine Abbey* I 
will tell you the day when I know it. 

u Ever, etc. 

« P.9.*— By the way, my wife elect is perfection, and I 
bear of nothing but her merits and her wonders, and that 
she is ^ very pretty.' Her expectations, I am told, are 
great ; but what^ I have not asked. I have not seen her 
these ten months. » 
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LETTER CCIV. 



TO MR MOORE. 



« October iSth, 1814. 

(c An there were any thin^j^ in marriag^e that would 
make a difference between my friends and me, particu- 
larly in your case, I would ^ none on't/ My agent sets 
off for Durham next week, and I shall follow him, tak- 
ing Newstead and you in my way. . I certainly did not 
address Miss Milbanke with these views, but it -is likely 
she may prove a considerable partt. All her father can 
give, or leave her, he will ; and from her childless un- 
cle. Lord Wentworth, whose barony, it is supposed, 
will devolve on Ly. Milbanke (his sister), she has ex- 
pectations. But these will depend upon his own dispo- 
sition, which seems very partial towards her. She is an 
only child, and Sir R.*s estates, though dipped by elec- 
tioneering, are considerable. Part of them are settled 
on her ; but whether that will be dowered now, I do not 
know, — though, from what has been intimated to mc? 
it probably will. The lawyers are to settle this among 
them, and lam getting my property into matrimonial 
array, and myself ready for the journey to Seaham, 
which I must make in a week or ten days. 

u I certainly did not dream that she was attached to 
me, which it seems she has been for some time. I also 
thought her of a very cold disposition, in which I was 
also mistaken — it is a long story, and I won't trouble 
you with it. As to her virtues, etc. etc., you will hear 
enough of them (for she is a kind of pattern in the 
north), without my running into a display on the sub- 
ject. It is well that one of us is of such fame, since there 
is a sad deficit in the morale of that article upon my 
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part, — all owin(j to my ^ bitch of a star,' as Captain 
Tranchemont says of his planet. 

it Don't think you have not said enough of me iu 
your article on T * * ; what more could or need be 

said ? 

« « « « « i» 

« Your long* delayed and expected work — I suppose 
you will take fright at ' The Lord of the Isles ' and Scolt 
now. You must do as you like — I have said my say,— 
You ought to fear comparison With none, and any one 
would stare who heard you were so tremulous ; though, 
after all, I believe it-^is the surest sign of talent. Good 
morning* I hope we shall meet soon, but I will write 
agaUi, and perhaps you will meet me at Nottingham. 
Pray say so. 

« P.S. — If this union is productive, you shall name 
tbe first fruits. » 

LETTER CCV. 

' TO MR ^ENRT DRtJRT. 

« October iSih, 1814. 
u MT DEAR DRURT, 

« Many tbanks for your hitherto unacknowledged 
' Anecdotes.' Now for one of mine — I am going to be 
married, and Jiave been engaged this month. It is a 
long story, and therefore, I won't tell it, — an old and 
(though I did not know it, till lately) a mutual attach- 
ment. The very sad life I have led since I was your pu- 
pil must partly account for the offs and ons in this now 
to be arranged business. We are only waiting for the 
lawyers and settlements, etc., and next week, or the 
week after, I shall go down to Seeham in the new cha- 
racter of a regular suitor for a wife of mine own. 

II. 
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« « « . « « 

u I hope Hodgson is in a fair way on the same voy- 
age — I saw him and his idol at Hastings. I wish he 
would he married at the same time. I should like to 
make a party, — like people electrified in a row, by (or 
rather through) the same chain, holding one another's 
hands, and all feeling the shock at once. I have not yet 
apprised him of this. He makes such a serious matter of 
all these things, and is so ^ melancholy and gentleman- 
like,' that it is quite overcoming to us choice spirits. 

u They say one shouldn't be married in a black coat. 
I won't have a blue one, — that 's flat. I hate it. 

u Yours, etc.w 

LETTER CGVL 

TO ME COWELL. 

• October aad, i8i4* 

(( MY DEAR COWELL, 

« Many and sincere thanks for your kind letter — the 
bet, or rather forfeit, was one hundred to Hawke, and 
fifty to Hay (nothing to Kelly), for a guinea received 
from each of the two former. > I shall feel much obliged 
by your setting me right if I am incorrect in this state- 
ment in any way, and have reasons for wishing you to 
recollect as much as possible of what passed, and state 
it to Hodgson. My reason is this : some time ago, Mr 
* * * required a bet of me which I never made, and of 
course refused to pay, and have heard no more of it ; 
to prevent similar mistakes is my object in wishing you 

* He had agreed to forfeit these tarns to the persons mentioned, should 
he ever marry. 
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to remember well what passed, and to put Hodgson in 
possession of your memory on the subject. 

u I hope to see you soon in my way through Cam- 
bridge. Remember me to H., and believe me ever and 
truly, etc.» 

Soon after the date of this letter, Lord Byron had to 
pay a visit to Cambridge for the purpose of voting for 
Mr Clarke, who had been started by Trinity College as 
one of the candidates for Sir Busick Harwood's Pro- 
fessorship. — On this occasion, a circumstance occurred 
which could not but be gratifying to him. As he was 
delivering in his vote to the Vice-Chancellor, in the 
Senate House, the under-graduates in the gallery ven- 
tured to testify their admiration of him by a general 
murmur of applause and stamping of the feet. For 
this breach of order, the gallery was immediately clear- 
ed by order of the Vice-Chancellor. 

At the beginning of the month of December, being 
called up to town by business, I had opportunities, 
from being a good deal in my noble friend's society, of 
observing the state of his mind and feelings, under the 
prospect of the important change he was now about to 
undergo ; and it was witli pain I found that those san- 
guine hopes ' with which I had sometimes looked for- 
ward to the happy influence of marriage, in winning 

* I had frequently, both in earnest and in jest, expressed these hopes 
to him; and, in one of my letters, after touching upon some matters re- 
lative to my own little domestic circle, I added, « This will all be unintel- 
ligible to yon ; — though 1 sometimes cannot help thinking it within the 
ran(|;e of possibility, that even j'ou, volcano as you are, may, one day, 
cool down into something of the same habitable state. Indeed, when one 
thinks of lava having been converted into buttons for Isaac Hawkins 
Browne, there is no saying what such fiery things may b« brought to at 
last.* 
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him over to the brighter and better side of life, were, 
by a view of aU the circumstances of his present des- 
tiny, considerably diminished ; while, at the same time, 
not a few doubts and misgivings, which had never be- 
fore so strongly occurred to me, with regard to his own 
fitness, under any circumstances, for the matrimonial 
tie, filled me altogether with a degree of foreboding 
anxiety as to his fate, which the unfortunate events that 
followed but too fully justified. 

The truth is, I fear that rarely, if ever, have men of 
the higher order of genius shown themselves fitted for 
the calm affections and comforts that form the cement 
of dotnestic life, a One misfortune (says Pope) of 
extraordinary geniuses is, that their very friends are 
more apt to admire than love tbem.n To this remark 
there have, no doubt, been exceptions, — and I should 
pronounce Lord Byron, from my own experience, to be 
one of them, — but it would not be difficult, perhaps, to 
show, from the very nature and pursuits of genius, 
that such must generally be the lot of all pre-eminently 
gifted with it; and that the same qualities which enable 
them to command admiration are also those that too 
often incapacitate them from conciliating love. 

The very habits, indeed, of abstraction and self-study 
to which the occupations of men of genius lead, are, in 
themselves/ necessarily, of an unsocial and detaching 
tendency, and require a large portion of allowance and * 
tolerance not to be set down as unamiable. One of the 
chief sources, too, of sympathy and society between 
ordinary mortals being their dependence on each other's 
intellectual resources, the operation of this social prin- 
ciple must naturally be weakest in those, whose own 
mental stores are most abundant and self-sufficing, and 
'vho, rich in such materials for tliinking within them- 
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selves, are rendered so far independent of the external 
frorld. It was this solitary luxury (which Plato called 
t( banqueting his own thoughts))) that led Pope, as well 
as Lord Byron, to prefer the silence and seclusion of 
his library to the most agreeable conversation. — And 
not only, too, is the necessity of commerce with other 
minds less felt by such persons, but, from that fasti- 
diousness which the opulence of their own resources 
(generates, the society of those less gifted with intellec- 
tual means than themselves becomes often a restraint 
and burden, to which not all the charms of friendship, 
or even love, can reconcile them. "Nothing is so 
tiresome (says the poet of Vaucluse, in assigning a 
reason for not living with some of his dearest friends) 
as to converse with persons who have not the same 
information as oneself. n 

But it is the cultivation and exercise of the imaginative 
faculty that, more than any thing, tends to wean tbe 
man of genius from, actual life, and, by substituting the 
sensibilities of the imagination for those of the heart, 
to render, at last, the medium through which he feels 
no less unreal than that through which he thinks. 
Those images of ideal good and beauty that surround 
him in bis musings soon accustom him to consider ail 
that is beneath this high standard unworthy of his care; 
till, at length, the heart becoming chilled as the fancy 
warms, it too often happens that, in proportion as he 
has refined and elevated his theory of all the social 
affections, he has unfitted himself for the practice of 
them. ' Hence so frequently it arises that, in persons 

1 Of the huneotable contrast between sentiments and coodact, which 
this transfer of the seat of sensibility from the heart to the fency prodnces, 
the annals of literary men afford nnlnckily too many examples. Aifieri» 
thouQh he couUI vrrite a sonnet full of tenderness to ' is mother, never 
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of this temperameDt, we see some bright but artificial 
idol of the brain usurp the place of all real and natural 
objects of tenderness. The poet Dante, a wanderer 
away from wife and children, passed the whole of a 
restless and detached life in nursing his immortal dream 
of Beatrice; while Petrarch, who would not suffer his 
only daughter to reside beneath his roof, expended 
thirty-two years of poetry and passion on an idealized 
love. 

It is, indeed, in the very nature and essence of g^enius 
to be for ever occupied intensely with Self, as the great 
centre and source of its strength. Like the sister Rachel, 
in Dante, sitting all day before her mirror, 

mai non gi smaga 
Del suo ammiraglio, e siede tutto giorao. 

To this power of self-concentration, by which alone 
all the other powers of genius are made available, there 
is, of course, no such disturbing and fatal enemy as 
those sympathies and affections that draw the mind out 
actively towards others;' and-, accordingly, it will be 
found that, among those who have felt within them- 
selves a call to immortality, the greater number have, 
by a sort of instinct, kept aloof from such ties, and, 

tow her (says Mr W. Rose) but once after tbeir early separation, thoagh 
he frequently passed within a few miles of her residence. The poet 
Youngf with all his parade of domestic sorrows, was,*it appears, a nej^ect- 
fiil husband and harsh father ; and Sterne (to use the words already em- 
ployed by Lord Byron) preferred « whioiog over a dead ass to relieving 
a living mother.* 

'It is the opinion of Diderot, in his Treatise on Acting, that not only in 
the art of which he treats, but in all those which are called Imitative, the 
possession of real sensibility is a bar to eminence ;— sensibility being, ac- 
cording to his view, « le caract^re de la bonte de I'ame et de la mMiocrite 
du genie.* 
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instead of the softer duties and rewards of being 
amiable, reserved themselves for the high, hazardous 
chances of being great. In looking back through the 
lives of the most illustrious poets, — the class of intellect 
in which the characteristic features of genius are, 
perhaps, most strongly marked, — we shall find that, 
with scarcely one exception, from Homer down to Lord 
Byron, they have been, in their several degrees, restless 
and solitary spirits, with minds wrapped up, like silk- 
worms, in their own tasks, either strangers, or rebels, 
to domestic ties^ and bearing about with them a depo- 
site for Posterity in their souls, to the jealous watching 
and enriching of which almost ail other thoughts and 
considerations have been sacrificed. 

a To follow poetry as one ought (says the authority » 
I have already quoted), one must forget father and 
mother, and cleave to it alone. » In these few words is 
pointed out the sole path that leads genius to greatness. 
On such terms alone are the high places of fame to be 
won; — nothing less than the sacrifice of the entire man 
can achieve them. However delightful, therefore, may 
be the spectacle of a man of genius tamed and domesti- 
cated in society, taking docilely upon him the yoke of 
the social ties, and enlightening without disturbing the 
sphere in which he moves, we must nevei^heless, in the 
midst of our admiration, bear in mind that it is not thus 
smoothly or amiably immortality has been ever strug- 
gled for, or won. The poet thus circumstanced may be 
popular, may be loved; for the happiness of himself 
and those linked with him he is in the right road, — but 
not for greatness. The marks by which Fame has 
always separated her great martyrs from the rest of 
mankind are not upon him, and the crown cannot be 

» Pope. 
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his. He may dazzle, may capdvate the cirde, and even 
die tunes in which he lives, bnt he is not for hereafter. 

To the general description here given of that high 
class of homan intelligences to whidi he belonged, the 
character of Lord Byron was, in many respects, a sigpial 
exception. Bom with strong afiecdons and ardent 
passions, die world had, finom first to last, too firm a 
hold on his sympathies to let imagination altogether 
nsurp the place of reality, either in his fedings, or in 
the objects of them. His life, indeed, was onie conti- 
nued struggle between that instinct of genias, which 
was for ever drawing him back into the lonely labora- 
tory of Self^ and those impulses of passion, ambition, 
and vanity, which again hurried him off into the crowd, 
and entangled him in its interests; and though it may 
be granted that he would have been more purely and 
abstractedly the poety had he been less thoroughly, in 
all his pursuits and propensities, the matty yet from this 
very mixture and alloy has it arisen that his pages bear so 
deeply the stamp of real life, and that in the works of no 
poet, with the exception of Shakspeare, can every various 
mood of the mind — whether solemn or gay, whether 
inclined to the ludicrous or the sublime, whether seeking 
to divert itself with the follies of society or panting 
after the grandeur of solitary nature — find so readily a 
strain of sentiment in accordance widi its every passing 
tone. 

But while the naturally warm cast of his affections 
and temperament gave thus a substance and truth to 
his social feelings which those of too many of his fellow 
votaries of Genius have wanted, it was not to be expected 
that an imagination of such range and power should 
'••ave been so early developed and unrestrainedly 

ilulged without producing, at last, some, of those 
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effects upon the heart which haye invariahly heen 
found attendant on such a predominance of this faculty. 
It must have heen observed, indeed, that the period 
when his natural affections flourished most healthily 
was before he had yet arrived at the full consciousness 
of his genius, — before Imagination had yet accustomed 
him to those glowing pictures, after gazing upon which 
all else appeared cold and colourless. From the moment 
of this initiation into the wonders of his own mind, a 
distaste for the realities of life began to grow upon him. 
Not even that intense craving after affection, which 
nature had implanted in him, could keep his ardour 
still alive in a pursuit whose results fell so short of his 
((imaginings;)) and though, from time to time, the 
combined warmth of his fancy and temperament was 
able to call up a feeling which to his eyes wore • the 
semblance of love, it may be questioned whether, his 
heart had ever much share in such passions, ox whether, 
after his first launch into the boundless sea of imagina- 
tion, he could ever have been brought back and fixed 
by any lasting attachment. Actual objects there were, 
in but too great number, who, as long as the illusion 
continued, kindled up his thoughts and were the 
themes of his song. But they were, after all, little 
more than mere dreams of the hour; — the qualities 
with which he invested them were almost all ideal, nor 
could have stood the test of a month's or even week's 
cohabitation. It was but the reflection of his own 
bright conceptions that he saw in each new object; and 
while persuading himself that they furnished the models 
of his heroines, he was, on the contrary, but fancying 
that he beheld his heroines in them. 

There needs no stronger proof of the predominance 
: of imagination in these attachments than his own se- 

I VOL. II. 12 
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nous aTowal, in the Journal already ^fiTen, that often, 
when in the company of the woman he most loiFod, he 
tauDd himself secredy wishing for the solitude of his 
own study. It was there, indeed, — in the silence and 
ahstraetion of that study, — that the chief scene of hb 
mistress's empire and g;lory lay. It was there that, 
unchecked by reality, and without any fear of the dis- 
enchantments of truth, he could Tiew her through the 
medium of his own fervid fency, enamour himself of an 
idol of his own <»-eating, and out of a brief delirinm of 
a few days or weeks send forth a dream of beanty and 
passion through all ages. 

While such appears to haTe been the imaginative 
character of his loves (of all, except the one that lived 
unquenched through all), his friendships, thoogh, of 
course, far less subject to the influence of fancy, could 
not fail to exhibit also some features characteristic of 
the peculiar miod in which they sprung. It was a usual 
saying of his own, and will be found repeated in some 
of his letters, that he had « no genius for friendship,)) 
^nd that whatever capacity he might once have pos- 
sessed for that sentiment had vanished with his youth. 
If in saying thus he shaped his notions of fri^iidship 
according to the romantic standard of his boyhood, the 
fact must be admitted ; but as far as the assertion was 
meant to imply diat he had become incapableof a warm, 
manly, and lasting friendship, such a charge against 
himself was unjust, and I am not the only living testi- 
mony of its injustice. 

To a certain degree, however, even in his friendships, 
the effects of a too vivid imagination, in disqualifying 
the mind for the cold contact of reality, were yisible. 
We are told that Petrarch (who^in this respect, as in 
most others, may be regarded as a genuine representa- 
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five of the poetic character) abstained pur|x»9ely from a 
too frequent intercourse with his nearest friends, lest, 
from the sensitiveness he was so aware of in himself, 
there should occur any thing that might chill his regard 
for them ; ' and though Lord Byron was of a nature too 
full of social and kindly impulses ever to think of such 
a precaution, it is a fact confirmatory, at least, of the 
principle on which his brother poet, Petrarch, acted, 
that the friends, whetiber of his youth or manhood, of 
whom he had seen least, through life, were those of 
whom he always thought and spoke with the most 
warmth and fondness. Being brought less often to the 
touchstone of familiar intercourse, they stood naturally 
a better chance of being adopted as the favourites of his 
imagination, and of sharing, in consequence, a portion 
of that bright colouring reserved for all that gave it in- 
terest and pleasure, r^ext to the dead, therefore, whose 
hold upon his fancy had been placed beyond all risk of 
severance, those friends whom he but saw occasionally, 
and by such favourable glimpses as only renewed the 
first kindly impression they had made, were the surest 
to live unchangingly, and without shadow, in his me- 
mory. 

To the same cause, there is little doubt, his love for 
bis sister owed much of its devotedness and fervour. 
In a mind sensitive and versatile as his, long habits of 
family intercourse might have estranged, or at least 
dulled, his natural affection for her; — but their separa- 
tion, during youth, left this feeling fresh and untried..' 

• * See Fotcolo't Eway on Petrardl. On the tame principle^ Orrery says, 
in speaking of Swift, « 1 am persmMled that hit distance firam hit Englith 
friends proved a strong incitement to their mataal afEection.* 

* That he was himself fuUy aware of this appears from a passage in oB' 
of hit letters already given:—* My sister is in town, which is • grci 
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His yery inexperience in such ties made the smile of a 
sister no less a novelty than a charm to him, and before 
the first gloss of this newly awakened sentiment had 
time to wear off, they were again separated, and for 
ever. 

If the portrait which I have here attempted of the 
general character of those gifted with high genius be 
allowed to bear, in any of its features, a resemblance to 
the originals, it can no longer, I think, .be matter of 
question whether a class so set apart from the track of 
ordinary life, so removed, by their very elevation, oat 
of the influences of our common atmosphere, are at all 
likely to furnish tractable subjects for diat most trying 
of all social experiments, matrimony. In reviewing the 
great qames of philosophy and science, we shall find 
diat all who have most distinguished themselves in those 
walks have, at least, virtually admitted their own un- 
fitness for the marriage tie, by remaining in celibacy; 
— ^Bacon, ' Newton, Gassendi, Galileo, Descartes, Bayle, 
Lo6ke, Leibnitz, Boyle, Hume, and a long list of other 
illustrious sages, having all led single lives. 

The poetic race, it is true, from the greater suscepti- 
bilityrof their imaginations, have more frequently faUen 
into the ever ready Hiare. But the fate of the poets in 
matrimony has but justified the .caution of the philoso- 
phers. 'While the latter have given warning to genius 

by keeping free of the yoke, the others have still more 

> 

comfort ; for, never having been mach together, we are natorally oiorc 
attached to each other.* 

* This great philosopher threw not only his example but his precepts 
into the scale of celibacy. Wife and children, he tells ns in one of his 
Essays, are • impediments to great enterprises;* and adds, « Certainly, 
the best works, and of greatest merit for the public, have proceeded from 
'he unmarried or childless men.* See, with reference to this subject, 
hapicr xviii of Mr D*braeU's workoo ■ The Literary Character.* 
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effectually done so by their misery under it ; — the annals 
of this sensitive race having, at all times, abounded with 
proofs, that genius ranks but low among the elements 
of social happiness, — that, in general, the brighter the 
gift, the more disturbing its influence, and that in the 
married life particularly, its effects have been too often 
like that of the u Wormwood Star,» whose light filled the 
waters on which it fell with bitterness. 

Besides the causes already enumerated as leading na- 
turally to such a result, from the peculiarities by which, 
in most instances, these great labourers in the field of 
thought are characterized, there is also much, no doubt, 
to be attributed to an unluckiness in the choice of help- 
mate8,-^dictated, as that choice frequently must be, Jby 
an imagination accustomed to deceive itself. But from 
whatever causes it may have arisen, the coincidence is 
no less striking than saddening that, on the list of mar- 
ried poets who have been unhappy in their homes, there 
should already be found four such illustrious names as 
Dante, Milton, ' Shakspeare,' and Dryden ; and that we 

* Milton's firtt^ife,it is wdl known, ran away from him, within a month 
after their marriage, disgusted, says Philips, «with his spare diet and 
hard study ;» audit is difficult to conceiTe a more melancholy picture of 
domestic life than is disclosed in his Nnncupatlye Will, one of the wit- 
nesses to which deposes to having heard the great Poet himself complain, 
that hts^ children «were careless of him, being blind, and made nothing- 
of deserting him. » 

' By whaterer austerity of temper or habits the poets Dante and Milton 
may have drawn upon themselves such a fiite, it might be expected that, 
at least, the « gentle Shakspeare* would have stood exempt from the 
common calamity of his brethren. But, among the very few fticts of his 
life that have been transmitted to us, there is none more clearly proved 
than the uuhappiness of his marriage. The dates of the birth of his 
children, compared with that of his removal from Stratford,—- the total 
omission of his wife's name in the first draft of his will, and the bitte* 
sarcasm of the bequest by which be remembers her afterwards, — all prr 
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should now hiive to add, ag a partner in liieir destiny, a 
nameworthy of being; placed beside the greatest of tfaem, 
— Lord Byron, 

I have already mentioned my having been called up 
to town in the December of this year. The opportunities 
I had of seeing Lord Byron during my stay were fre- 
quent; and, among them^ not the least memorable or 
agreeable were those evenings we passed together at the 
house of his banker, Mr Douglas Kinnaird, where music, 
— followed by its accustomed sequel of supper, brandy 
and water, and not a little laughter, — kept us together, 
usually, till rather a late hour. Besides diose scHigs of 
mine which he has himsdf somewhere recorded as his 
favourites, there was also one, to a Portuguese air, a The 
song of war shall echo through our mountains,* which 
seemed especially to please him ; — the national character 
of the music, and the recurrence of the words « sanny 
mountains,n bringing back freshly to his memory the 
impressions of all he had seen in Portugal. I have, 
indeed, known few persons more alive to the charms 
of simple music ; and not unfrequently have seen the 
tears in his eyes while listening to the Irish Melodies. 
Among those that thus affected him was one, beginning 
((When first I met thee warm. and young,n the words 
of which, besides the obvious feeling which they express, 
were intended also to admit of a political application. 
He, however, discarded the latter sense wholly from his 

beyond a doubt both his separation from the lady early in life, and his 
unfriendly feeling towards her at the close of it. 

In endeayonriog to argae against the conclusion naturally to be de- 
duced friMii this will, Boswell, with a strange ignorance of human nature, 
remarks:— »« If he had taken ofiPence at any part of his wife's conduct, I 
cannot believe that he would have taken this petty mode of express^ 
ingic» 
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mind, and gave himself up to the more natural senti- 
ment of the song^ with evident emotion. 

On one or two of these evening[s, his favourite actor, 
Mr Kean, was of the party ; and on another occasion, 
we had at dinner his early instructor in pug;ilism, Mr 
Jackson, in conversing with whom, all his hoyish tastes 
seemed to revive; — and it was not a little amusing to 
observe how perfectly familiar with the annals of « the 
Ring,»V and with all the most recondite phraseology of 
uthe Fancy, n was the sublime poet of Cfailde Harold. 

The following note is the only one, of those I received 
from him at this time, worth transcribing. 

« December i4, i8i4' 
« MT DEAREST TOM, 

ti I will send the pattern to-morrow, and since you 
donH go to our friend (' of the keeping part of the town') 
this evening, I shall e'en sulk at home over a solitary 
potation. My self-opinion rises much by your eulogy 
of my social qualities. As my friend iScrope is pleased 
to say, I believe I am very well for a 'holiday drinker.' 
Where the devil are you? with Woolridge,^ 1 conjecture 
— for which you deserve another abscess. Hoping that 
the American war will last for many years, and that 
all the prizes may be registered at Bermoothes, believe 
me, etc. 

« P.S.— I have just been composing an epistle to the 
archbishop for an especial licence. Oons! it looks 
serious. Murray is impatient to see you, and would 

* In a small book vhich I have in my possession, containing a sort of 
chronological History of tbe Ring, I find the name of Lord Byron, more 
than once, recorded among the « backers;* 

* Doctor Woolriche, an old and valned friend of mine, to "ivhose skiH, 
on the occaiion here alluded to, I was indebted for my life. 
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call, if you will g^ve him audience. Tour new coat! — 
I wonder you like the colour, and don't qo about, like 
Dives, in purple. » 

, LETTER CCVII. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

■ Dec. 3ist, i8i4- 
u A thousand thanks for Gibbon : all the additions 
are very great improvements. 

« At last, I must be most peremptory with you about 
the print from Phillips's picture : it is pronounced on all 
hands the most stupid and disagreeable possible; so do, 
pray, have a new engraving, and let me see it first; 
there really must be no more from the same plate. I 
don't much care, myself; but every one I honour tor- 
ments me to death about it, and abuses it to a degree 
beyond repeating* Now, don't answer with excuses; 
but, for my sake, have it destroyed : I never shall have 
peace till it is. I write in the greatest haste. 

u P.S. — I have written this most illegibly; but it is to 
beg you to destroy the print, and have another 'by par- 
ticular desire.' It must be d— d bad, to be sure, since 
every body says so but the original ; and he don't know 
what to say. But do do it : that is, burn the plate, and 
employ a new etcher from the other picture. This is 
stupid and sulky, n 

On his arrival in town, he had, upon inquiring into 
the state of his affairs, found them in so utterly embar- 
rassed a condition as to fill him with some alarm^ and 
even to suggest to his mind the prudence of deferring his 
marriage. The die was, however, cast, and he had now 
no alternative but to proceed. Accordingly, at the end 
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of December, accompanied by his friend, Mr Hobhouse, 
lie set out for Seaham, the seat of Sir Ralph Milbanke, 
the lady^s father, in the county of Durham, and on the 
nd of January, 181 5, was married. 

I saw him stand 
Before an altar with a gentle bride ; 
Her face was fair, but was not that which made 
The Starlight of his Boyhood ; — as he stood 
Even at the altar, o*er his brow there came 
The self-same aspect, and the quivering shock 
That in the antique Oratory shook 
His bosom in its solitude ; and then — 
As in that hour— a moment o*er his face 
The tablet of unutterable thoughts 
Was traced, — and then it faded as it came, 
And he stood calm and quiet, and he spoke 
The fitting vows, but heard not his own words. 
And all things reel'd around him ; he could see 
Not that which was, nor that which should have been — 
But the old mansion, and the accustom*d hall. 
And the remember'd chambers, and the place. 
The day, the hour, the sunshine, and the shade. 
All things pertaining to that place and hour. 
And her, who was his destiny, came back. 
And thrust themselves between him and the light : — 
What business had they there at such a time?' 

This touching picture agrees so closely, in many of 
its circumstances, with his own prose account of the 
wedding in his Memoranda, that I feel justified in in- 
troducing it, historically, here. In that Memoir, he 
described himself as waking, on the morning of his 
marriage, with the most melancholy reflections, on 
seeing his wedding-suit spread out before him. In the 

• The Dream. 
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sajme mood, he wandered about the grounds alone, till 
he was summoned for the ceremony, and joined, for the 
first time on that day, his bride and her family* He 
knelt down, — he repeated the words after the clergy- 
man; but a mist was before his eyes, — his thoughts 
were elsewhere; and he was but awakened by the con- 
gratulations of the bystanders, to find that he was — 
married. 

The same morning the wedded pair left Seaham for 
Halnaby, another seat of Sir Ralph Milbanke, in the 
same county. When about to depart, Lord Byron said to 
the bride, « Miss Milbanke, are you ready ?» —a mistake 
which the lady's confidential attendant pronounced to 
be a ((bad omen.n 

It is right to add, that I quote these slight details 
from memory, and am alone answerable for any inac- 
curacy there may be found in them. 

LETTER CCVin. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

• RirLby, January 6th, 181 5. 

(( The marriage took place on the 2d instant; so pray 
make haste and congratulate away. 

((Thanks for the Edinburgh Review and the abolition 
of the print. Let the next be from the other of Phillips 
— I mean {not the Albanian, but) the original one in 
the exhibition; the last was from the copy. I should 
wish my sister and Lady Byron to decide upon the next, 
as they found fault with the last. / have no opinion 
of my own upon the subject. 

((Mr Kinnaird will, I dare say, have the goodness to 
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furnish copies of the Melodies,' if you state my wish 
upon the subject. Tou may hare them, if you think 
tliem worth inserting. The volumes in their collected 
state must be inscribed to Mr Hobhouse, but I have not 
yet mustered the expressions of my inscription; but 
will supply them in time. 

« With many thanks for your good wishes, which 
have all been realized, I remain very truly, 

« Yours, 

«B«lON.>» 

li:tter gcix. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Halnaby, Darlington, January I odi, 181 5. 

u I was married this day week. The parson has pro- 
nounced it — Perry has announced it — and the Morn- 
ing Post, also, under the head of 'Lord Byron's Mar- 
riage* — as if it were a fabrication, or the puff-direct of 
a new stay-maker. 

(i Now for thine affairs. I have redde thee upon the 
Fathers, and it is excellent well. Positively, you must 
not leave off reviewing. You shine in it — you kill in 
it ; and this article has been taken for Sydney Smith's 
(as I heard in town), which proves not only your profi- 
ciency in parsonology, but that you have all the airs of 
a veteran critic at your first onset. So, prithee^ go on 
and prosper. 

« Scott's ' Lord of the Isles' is out — ' the mail-coach 
copy'l have, by special licence of Murray. 

> The Hebrew Melodies, which he had employed himself in writing 
during hit recent stay in London. 
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« Now is your time ; — you will come upon them 
newly and freshly. It is impossible to read what yoa 
have lately done (verse or prose) without seeing diat 
you have trained on tenfold. ** has floundered ; ** 
has foundered. / have tired the rascals (i. e. the public] 
with my Harrys and Larrys, Pilgrims and Pirates. 
Nobody but S * * * *y has done any thing worth a slice 
of bookselWs pudding; and he has not luck enough to 
be found out in doing a good thing. Now, Tom, is thy 
time — ^ Oh jpyful day ! — I would not take a knight- 
hood for thy fortune.' Let me hear from you soon, 
and believe me ever, etc. 

a P.S. — Lady Byron is vastly well. How are Mrs 
Moore and Joe Atkinson's ^ Graces?* 'Vi^e must present 
our women to one another.n 

LETTER CCX. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« January 19^1, 181 5. 
« Egad! I don't think he is ^down;' and my pro- 
phecy — like most augiiries, sacred and profane — is not 

annulled, but inverted. « * « 

«««««« 

«To your question about the *dog' — Umph! — ^my 
^ mother,' I won't say any thing against — that is, about 
her; but how long a ^mistress' or friend may recollect 

« I bad just been reading Mr Sonthey's fine Poem of • Roderick,* and 
with reference to an incident in it, bad put tbe following question to Lord 
Byron — • I shonld like to know from you, who are one of the Pbilocynic 
sect, whether it is at all probable, that any dog (out of a melo-drame ) 
could recognise a master, whom neither his own mother or mistress was 
able to find out. I don't care about Ulysses's dog, etc. — all I want is to 
know firom j'ou ( who are renown'd as *firiend of the dog, companion of 
the bear,*) whether such a thing is probable.* 
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paramours or competitors (lust and thirst being the two 
great and only bonds between the amatory or the ami- 
cable), I can't say, — or, rather, you know as well as I 
could tell you. But as for canine recollections, as far 
as I could judge by a cur of mine own (always bating 
Boatswain, the dearest and, alas! the maddest of dogs), 
I had one (half a wolf by the she side) that doted on 
me at ten years old, and very nearly ate me at twenty. 
When I thought he was going to enact Argus, he bit 
away the backside of my breeches, and never wouM 
consent to any kind of recognition, in despite of all ^ 
kinds of bones which I offered him. So, let Southey 
blush and Homer too, as far as I can decide upon qua* 
druped memories. 

« I humbly take it, the mother knows the son that 
pays her jointure — a mistress her mate, till he * * and 
refuses salary — a friend his fellow, till he loses cash 
and character, — and a dog his master, till he changes 
him. 

tt So, you want to know about milady and me? But 
let me not, as Roderick Random says, ^ profane the 
chaste mysteries of Hymen'' — damn the word, I had 
nearly spelt it with a small A. I like Bell as well as you 
do (or did, you villain!) Bessy— and that is (or was) 
saying a great deal. 

« Address your next to Sleaham, Stockton-on-Tees, 
where we are going on Saturday (a bore, by the way) 
to see father-in-law. Sir Jacob, and my lady's lady- 
mother. Write — and write more at length — both to 
the public and 

u Yours ever most affectionately, 

« B.» 

> The letter H. is blotted io the MS. 
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LETTER CCXI. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Seaham, Stockton-on-Tees, February 2d, 181 5. 

(( I haye heard from London that you have left 
Chatsworth and all the women full of * entnsymusy'' 
about you, personally and poetically; and, in particu* 
lar, that ' When first I met thee' has been quite over- 
whelming in its efCfict. I told you it was one of the 
best things you ever wrote, though that dog Power want- 
ed you to omit part of it. They are all r^^etting your 
absence at Chatsworth,. according to my informant— 
^ all the ladies quite, etc. etc. etc' Stap my vitals ! 

« Well, now you have got home again— which I dare 
say is as agreeable las a ^ draught of cool small beer to 
the scorched palate of a waking sot' — now yon have 
got home again, I say, probably I shall hear from you. 
Since I wrote last, I have been transferred to my father- 
in-law's, with my lady and my lady's maid, etc. etc. 
etc., and the treacle-moon is over, and I am awake^ and 
find myself married. My spouse and I agree to — and 
in — admiration. Swift says ^no wise man ever mar* 
ried;' but^ for a fool, I think it the most ambrosial of 
all possible future states. I still think one ought to 
marry upon lease; but am very sure I should renew 
mine at the expiration, though next term were, for 
ninety and nine years. 

« I wish you would respond, for I am here ^ oblitas- 
que meorum obliviscendus et illis.' Pray tell me what 
is going on in the way of intriguery, and how the 
w s and rogues of the upper Beggar's Opera go on 

* It was thas that, according to his account, a certain celebrated singer 
>d actor used frequently to -pronounce the word • enthiuiasm.* 
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-~-or rather go o£F— in or after marriage ; or who are 
going to break any particular commandment* Upon 
this dreary coast, we have nothing but county meetings 
and shipwrecks; and I have this day dined upon fish, 
which probably dined upon the crews of several col- 
liers lost in the late gales. But I saw the sea once more 
in all the glories of surf and foam, — almost equal to 
the Bay of Biscay, and the interestiiig white squalls and 
short seas of Archipelago memory. 

u My papa, Sir Ralpho, hath recently made a speech 
at a Durham tax-meeting; and not only at Durham, 
but here, several times since, after dinner. He is now, 
I believe, speaking it to himself (I left him in the 
middle) over various decanters, which can neither in- 
terrupt him nor fall asleep, — as might possibly have 
been the case with some of his audience. 

« Ever thine, 

uB. 

mI must go to tea — damn tea. I wish it was Kin- 
nainTs brandy, and with you to lecture me about it.» 

LETTER CCXII. 

TO MR HURRAY. 

« Seaham, Stockton-upon-Tees, Febmary ad» i8i5. 
« You will oblige me very much by making an oc- 
casional inquiry at Albany, at my chambers, whether 
my books, etc., are kept in tolerable order, and how far 
my old woman' continues in health and industry as. 
keeper of my old den. Your parcels have been duly 
received and perused ; but I had hoped to receive ' Guy 
Mannering' before this time, i won't intrude further 

< MrtMnle. 



1 



a8o NOTICES OF THE a. d. i8i5. 

for the present on your avocations professional or plea- 
surable, but am, as usual, 

a Very truly, etc,» 

LETTER GGXIII. 

TO MR MOOIUB. 

«Febraary4^ i8i5. 

u I enclose you half a letter from * % which will ex- 
plain itself — at least the latter part — the former refers 
to private business of mine own. If Jeffrey will take 
such an article, and you will undertake the revision, or, 
indeed, any portion of the article itself (for unless you 
do^ by Phoebus, I will have nothing to do with it), we 
can cook up, between us three, as pretty a dish of 
sour-crout as ever tipped Over the tongue of a book- 
maker. « ♦ ♦ ♦ 

uTou can, at any rate, try Jeffrey's inclination. 
Your late proposal from.him made me hint this to **, 
who is a much better proser and scholar than I am, 
and a very superior man indeed. Excuse haste — answer 
this. 

u Ever yours most, 

a P.S. — All is well at home. I wr9te to you yester- 
day. » 

LETTER CCXIV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

• February loth, i8i5. 

M MT DEAR THOM, 

u Jeffrey has been so very kind about me and my 
damnable works, that I would not be indirect or equt- 
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vocal with him, even for a friend. So, it may be as 
well to tell him that it is not mine ; but that, if I did 
not firmly and truly believe it to be. much better than 
I could offer, I would never have troubled him or 
you about it. You can jud^e between you how far 
it is admissible, and reject it, if not of the rig^ht sort. 
For my own part, I have no interest in the article 
one way or the other, further than to oblige **, and 
should the composition be a good one, it can hurt 
neither party, — nor, indeed, any one, saving and ex- 
cepting Mr * * * *. 

u Curse catch me if I know what H * ^ means or 
meaned about the demonstrative pronoun, ' but I ad- 
mire your fear of being inoculated with the same. 
Have you never found out that you have a particular 
style of your own, which is as distinct from all other 
people, as Hafiz of Shiraz from Hafiz of the Morning 
Post? 

<t So you allowed B * ^ and such like to hum and 
haw you, or, rather. Lady J** out of her compliment, 
and me out of mine. ^ Sunburn me but this was pitiful- 
hearted. However, I will tell her all about it when 
I see her. . 

« Bell desires me to say all kinds of civilities, and 
assure you of her recognition and high consideration. 
I will tell you of our movements south, which may be 
in about three weeks from this present writing. By 
the way, don't engage yourself in any travelling expe- 

' Some remark iwhich he told me hAd been made vith respect to the 
frequent use of the demonstrative pronoun both by himself and by Sir 
W. Scou. 

* Verses to Lady J * * (containing an allusion to Lord Byron) ^rhich I 
had written, while at Chatsworth, but consigned afterwards to the 
flames. 

12. 
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dition, as I have a plan of travel into Italy, which 
we will discuss. And then, think of the poesy where- 
withal we should overflow, from Venice to Vesuvius, 
to say nothing of Greece, through all which — God 
willing — ^we might peramhulate in one twelve-months. 
If I take my wife, you can take yours ; and if I leave 
mine, you may do the same. ^Mind you stand by 
me, in either case, Brother Bruin.' 

u And believe me inveterately yours, 

«B.» 

LETTER CCXV. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Febraary a2d, i8i5. 

((Yesterday I sent off the packet and letter to Edin- 
burgh. It consisted of forty-one pages, so that I have not 
added a line ; but in my letter, I mentioned what passed 
between you and me in autunm, as my inducement for 
presuming to trouble him either with my own or ***s 
lucubrations. I am any thing but sure that it will do; 
but I have told J. that if there is any decent raw mate- 
rial in it, he may cut it into what shape he pleases, and 
warp it to his liking. 

((So you worCt go abroad, then, with me, — but alone. 
I fully purpose starting much about the time you men- 
tion, and alone, too. 



«« 



(( I hope J. won't think me very impudent in sending 
only; there was not room for a syllable. I have 
avowed ^ * as the author, and said that you thought or 
said, when I met you last, that he (J.) would not be 
angry at the coalition (thou(jh, alas! we have not 
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coalesced), and so, if I have got into a scrape, I must 
g^et out of it — Heaven knows how. 

« Your Anacreon ' is come, and with it I sealed (its 
first impression) the packet and epistle to our patron. 

K Curse the Melodies and the Tribes, to boot. ^ Bra- 
ham is to assist— or hath assisted — but will do no more 
good than a second physician. I merely interfered to 
obligfe a whim of K.'s, and all I have g;ot by it was <a 
speech' and a receipt for stewed oysters. 

a* Not meet' — pray don't say so. "We must meet 
somewhere or somehow. Newstead is out of the ques- 
tion, being nearly sold again, or, if not, it is unin- 
habitable for my spouse. Pray write again. I will 
soon. 

a P.S. — Pray when do you come out? ever, or never? 
I hope I have made no blunder; but I certainly think 
you said to me (after W**th, whom I first pondered 
upon, was given up) that ** and I might attempt , 
****. His length alone prevented me from trying 
my part, though I should have been less severe upon 
the Reviewee. 

u Your seal is the best and prettiest of my set, and I 
thank you very much therefor. I have just been — or, 
rather, ought to be — very much shocked by the death 
of the Duke of Dorset. We were at school together, 
and there I was passionately attached to him. Since, 
we have never met — but once, I think, since i8o5 — and 
it would be a paltry affectation to pretend that I had 
any feeling for him worth the name. But there was a 
time in my life when this event would have broken my 

< A teal, with the head of Anacreon, which I had given him. 
* I had taken the liberty of laughing a little at the manner in which 
lomc of hit Hebrew Melodies bad been set to mntic. 
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heart ; and all I can say for it now is that — ^^it is not 
worth breaking. 

M Adieu — it is all a farce. » 

LETTER CCXVI. 

TO MR MOORE. 

* March ad, i8i5. 

((MY DEAR THOM, 

u Jeffrey has sent me the most friendly of all possible 
letters, and has accepted * *'s article. He says he has 
long liked not only, etc. etc.^ but my * character.' This 
must be your doing, you dog— ar'n't you ashamed of 
yourself, knowing me so well? This is what one gets 
for having you for a father confessor. 

« I feel merry enough to send you a sad song. ' You 
once asked me for some words which you would set. 
Now you may set or not, as you like,-r-but there they 
are, in a legible hand, ' and not in mine, but of [my 
own scribbling; so you may say of them what you 
please. Why don't you write to me? I shall make 
you ^ a speech' ^ if you don't respond quickly. 

u I am in such a state of sameness and stagnation, 
and so totally occupied in consuming the fruits — and 
sauntering — and playing dull. games at cards — and 
yawning**-and trying to read old Annual Registers 
and the daily papers — and gathering shells on the shore 
•--and watching the growth of stunted gooseberry bushes 

* The verses enclosed were those melancholy ones, now printed in his 
works, « There's not a joy the world can give like those it takes «way.» 

' The MS. was in the handwriting of Lady Byron. 

^ These allusions to « a speech* are connected with a little incident, not 

worth uientioning, which had amased us both when I was in town. He 

vas rather fond ( and had been always so, as may be seen in his early let- 

rs) of thas harping on some conventional phrase or joke. 
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in the garden — ^that I have neither time nor sense to say 

more than 

tt Yours ever, 

u P.S. — I open my letter again to put a question to 
you. What would Lady C k, or any other fashion- 
able Pidcock, give to collect you and Jeffrey and nie 
to one party? I have been ans\?ering his letter, which 
suggested this dainty query. I can't help laughing at 
the thoughts of your iPace and mine ; and our anxiety 
to keep the]Aristarch in good humour during the earfy 
part of a compotation, till we got drunk enough to 
make him *a speech.' I think the critic would have 
much the best of lis — of one, at least — for I don't 
think diffidence (I mean social) is a disease of yours.» 

LETTER CCXVIL 

TO MR MOORE. 

« March 8th, 1 8i 5. 

« An event — the death of poor Dorset — and the re- 
collection of what I once felt, and ought to have felt 
now, but could not — set me pondering, and finally 
into the train of thought which you have in your 
hands. I am very glad you like them, for I flatter 
myself they will pass as an imitation of your style. 
If I could imitate it well, I should have no great am- 
bition of originality — I wish 1 could make you exclaim 
with Dennis, 'That 's my thunder, by G — d !' I wrote 
them with a view to your setting them, and as a pre- 
sent to Power, if he would accept the words, and you 
did not think yourself degraded, for once in a way, by 
marrying them to music. 

a Sunburn N * * !— why do you. always twit me with 
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his vile Ebrew nasalities? Have I not told you it was 
all R.'s doing, and my own exquisite facility of temper? 
But thou wilt be a wag, Thomas ; and see what you get 
for it. Now for my revenge. 

tt Depend— and perpend — upon it that your opinion 
of **'$ Poem will travel through one or other of the 
quintuple correspondents, till it reaches the ear and 
the liver of the author. ' Your adventure, however, 
is truly laughable — but how could you be such a po- 
tatoe? You, *a brother' (of the quill) too, *near the 
throne,' to confide to a man's own publisher (who has 
Sbought,' or rather sold, * golden opinions' about him) 
such a damnatory parenthesis! ^Between you and 
me,' quotha — it reminds me of a passage in the Heir 
at Law — * Tete-k-tete with Lady Duberly, I suppose' — 
'No — ^tete-a-tete with^ive hundred people;' and your 
confidential communication will doubtless be in cir- 
culation to that amount, in a short time, with several 
additions, and in several letters, all signed L. H. R. O. 
B., etc. etc. etc. 

« We leave this place to-morrow, and shall stop on 
our way to town (in the interval of taking a house 
there) at Col. Leigh's, near Newmarket, where any 
epistle of yours will find its welcome way. 

« I have been very comfortable here, — listening to 

< He here aHades to a circnmstance ivhich I had communicated to him 
in a preceding Jetter. lo writing to one of the nameroas partners of a 
well-known publishing establishment (with which I have since been lucky 
enough to form a more intimate connexion), I had said confidentially (as 
I thought), in reference to a Poem tl^it had just appeared, — « Between yon 
and me, I do not much admire Mr * *'s Poem.» The letter being chiefly 
upon business, was answered through the regular business channel, and, 
to my dismay, concluded with the fbllowing words : — « We are very sorry 
that you do not approve of Mr * *'s new Poem, and are your obedient, 
?tc. etc. L. H. R. O., etc/ etc. » 
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that d — d monologue, which elderly gentlemen call 
conversation, and in which my pious father-in-law 
repeats himself every evening — save one, when he 
played upon the fiddle. However, they have heen very 
kind and hospitahle, and I like, them and the place 
vastly, and I hope they will live many happy months. 
Bell is in healthy and unvaried good-humour and be- 
haviour. But we are all in the agonies of packing and 
parting ; and I suppose by this time to-morrow I shall 
be stuck in the chariot with my chin upon a band-box. 
I have prepared, however, another carriage for the 
abigail, and all the trumpery which our wives drag 
along with them. 

u Ever thine, most affectionately, 

u B.» 

LETTER CCXVIII. 

TO MB MOORE. 

« Marck 27tb, i8i5. 

« I meaned to write to you before on the subject of 
your loss; < but the recollection of the uselessness and 
worthlessness of any observations on such events pre; 
vented me. I shall only now add, that I rejoice to see 
you bear i^ so well, and that I trust time will enable 
Mrs M. to sustain it better. Every thing should be 
done to divert and occupy her with other thoughts and 
cares, and I am sure all that can be done will. 

a Now to your letter. Napoleon — but the papers 
will have told you all. I quite think with you upon 
the subject, and for my real thoughts this time last 
year, I would refer you to the last pages of the Journal 
I gave you. I c^n forgive the rogue for utterly falsi 

* The death of hit infaot 0od-daiighter, OKvia Byron Moore. 
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fying^ every line of mine Ode — which I take to be the 
last and uttermost stretch of human magnanimity. 
Do you remember the story of a certain abbe, who 
wrote a Treatise on the Swedish Constitution, and proved 
it indissoluble and eternal? Just as he had corrected 
the last sheet, news came that Gustavus III had de- 
stroyed this immortal government. * Sir,' quoth the 
abbe, ^the Kinj^ of Sweden may overthrow the con* 
ititution, but not mjr book!!' I think o/* the abbe, but 
not with him. 

u Making every allowance for talent and most con- 
summate daring, there is, after all, a good deal in luck 
or destiny. He might have been stopped by our fri- 
gates — or wrecked in the Gulf of Lyons, which is par- 
ticularly tempestuous —or — a thousand things. But 
he is certainly Fortune's favourite, and 

Once fairly set out on liis party of pleasure, 
Taking towns at his liking and crowns at his leisure. 
From Elba to Lyons and Paris he goes, 
Mtiking balls for the ladies, and botus to his foes. 

You must have seen the account of his driving into the 
middle of the royal army, and the immediate effect of 
his pretty speeches. And now, if he don't drub the 
allies, there is ^no purchase in money.' If he can take 
France by himself, the devil 's in 't if he don't repulse 
the invaders, when backed by those celebrated sworders 
— those boys of the blade, the Imperial Guard, and 
the old and new army. It is impossible not to be 
dazzled and overwhelmed by his character and career. 
Nothing ever so disappointed me as his abdication, 
and nothing could have reconciled me to him but 
some siich revival as his r^ent exploit; though no one 
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could anticipate such a complete and brilliant reno- 
vation. 

M To your question, I can only answer that there 
have been some symptoms which look a little gestatory. 
It is a subject upon which I am not particularly anxi- 
ous, except that I think it would please her uncle, Lord 
Wentworth, and her father and mother. The former 
(Lord W.) is now in town, and in very indifferent 
health. You perhaps know that his property, amount- 
ing to seven or eight thousand a year, will eventually 
devolve upon Bell. But the old gentleman has been 
so very kind to her and me, that I hardly know how 
to wish him in heaven, if he can be comfortable on 
earth. Her father is still in the country. 

« We mean to metropolize to-morrow, and you will 
address your next to Piccadilly. We have got the 
Duchess of Devon's house there, she being in France. 

« I don't care what Power says to secure the property 

of the Song, so that it is not complimentary to me, nor 

any thing about ^condescending' or ^ noble author'— 

both ^ vile phrases,' as Polonius says. 

■ * * * * # 

« Pray, let me hear from you, and when you mean 
to be in town. Your continental scheme is imprac- 
ticable for the present. I have to thank you for a 
longer letter than usual, which I hope will induce you 
to tax my gratitude still further in the same way. 

« You never told me about ' TiOngman' and * next 
winter,' and 1 am not a ^mile-stone.' n < 

* I had accused him of having entirely forgot that, in a preceding letter, 
I had informed him of my intentiop to pnblish with the Messrs Longman 
in the ensuing winter, and added that, in giving him this information, I 
fonnd I had been,— to use an elegant Irish metiip]u)r,^« whistling jigi tr 
a milestone.* 

VOL. II. . l3f 
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LETTER CCXIX. 

TO Ma COLERIDGE. 

« Piccadilly, Marth 3ist, i8t5. 
u DEAR SIR, 

u It will give me great pleasure to comply with your re- 
quest,though I hope thereis still taste enough left amongst 
us to render it almost unnecessary, sordid and interest- 
ed as, it must he admitted, many of * the trade' are, 
where circumstances give litem an advantage. I trust 
you do not permit yourself to be* depressed by the tem- 
porary partiality of what is called ^ the puhJic' for the 
favourites of the moment; all experience is against the 
permanency of such impressions. You must have lived 
to see many of these pass away, and wiH sunrive many 
more — I mean personally, for fw^caifyy I would not 
insult you by a comparison. 

u If I may be permitted, I wouM suggest that there 
never was such an opeoing for tragedy. In Kean, there 
is an actor worthy of expressing the tiioughts of the 
characters which you have every power of embodying ; 
and I cannot but regret that the part of Ordonio was 
disposed of before his appearance at Drury4aiie. We 
have had nothing to be mentioned in the same breath 
with ^Remorse' for very many years; and I sboukl think 
that the reception of that play was sufficient to encou- 
rage the highest hopes of author and audience. It is 
to be hoped that you are proceeding in a career which 
could not but be successful. With my best respects to 
Mr Bowles, I have the honour to be 

(( Your obliged 
it and very obedient servant, 

« Bybon. 
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u P.S. — You mention my * Satire,' lampoon, or what- 
ever yoti or others please to call it. I can only say, 
that it was written when I was very young and very 
angry, and has heen a thorn in my side ever since, more 
particularly as almost all the persons animadverted 
upon became subsequently my acquaintances, and some 
of them my friends, which is ^heaping fire upon an 
enemy's head,' and forgiving me too readily to permit 
me to forgive myself. The part applied to you is pert, 
and petulant, and shallow enough; but, although I 
have long done every thing in my power to suppress 
the circttldtion of the whole thing, I shall always i j- 
gret the wantonness or: generality of many of its at- 
tempted attacks.)) 

It was in the course of this spring that Lord Byron 
and Sir Walter Scott became, for the first time, person* 
ally acquainted with each other. Mr Murray, having 
been previously on a visit to the latter gentleman, had 
been entrusted by him with a jsuperb Turkish dagger, 
as a present to Lord Byron ; and the noble poet, on 
their meeting this year, in London, — the only time 
when these two great men had ever an opportunity of 
enjoying each other's society, — presented to Sir Walter, 
in return, a vase containing some human bones that 
had been dug up from under a part of the old walls of 
Athens. The reader, however, will be much better 
pleased to have these particulars in the words of Sir 
Walter Scott himself, who, with that good-nature which 
renders him no less amiable than he is admirable, has 
found time, in the midst of all his marvellous labours 
for the world, to favour me with the following interest- 
ing communication. > 

* A few patiages at the beginniDg of these recollections have been omit- 
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* * * * * 

u My first acquaintance Tvith Byixin began in a manner 
rather doubtful. I was so far from having any thing to 
do with the offensive criticism in the Edinburgh, that I 
remember remonstrating against it with our friend, the 
editor, because I thought the 'Hours of Idleness' treated 
with undue, severity. They were written, like all ju- 
venile poetry^ rather from the recollection of what had 
pleased the author in others, than what had been sug- 
gested by his own imagination; but, nevertheless, I 
thought they contained some passages of noble promise. 
I Was so much impressed with this, that I had thoughts 
of writing to the author; but some exaggerated reports 

ted, as containing particulars relative to Lord Byron's mother, which hare 
already bacnvientiooed in the early payt of this work. Among these, 
however, there is one anecdote, the repetition of which will be easily par- 
doned, on account of ihe infinitely greater interest and authenticity im-. 
parted to its details by coming from such an eye*wiines8 as Sir Walter 
Scott : — « I remember,* he says, ■ having seen Lord Byron's mother before 
she was married, and a certain coincidence rendered the circomstance 
rather remarkable. It was during Mrs Siddons's first or second visit to 
Edinburgh, when the music of thai wonderful actress's voice, looks, man- 
ner, and person, produced the strongest eCGeci which could possibly be 
exerted by a human being upon her fellow-creatures.. Nothin^^of the kind 
that I ever witnessed approached it by a hundred degrees. The high state 
of excitation was aided by the difficulties of pbtaining entrance, and the 
exhausting length of time that the audience were contented to wait until 
the piece commenced.. When the curtain fell, a large proportion of the 
ladies were generally in hysterics. 

« I remember Miss Gordon of Ghight, in particular, harrowing the 
house by the desperate and wild way in which she shrieked out Mrs Sid« 
dons's exclamitttidn, in the character of Isabella, *0h my Byron! Oh my 
Byron !' A wellrknown medical gentleman, the benevolent Dr Alexander 
Wood, tendered his assistance; but the thick-pressed audience cotdd not 
for a Idtag time make way for the doctor to approach his patient, or the 
patient the physician. The remarkable circumstance was, that th* lady 
had not then seen Capuin Byron, who, like Sir Toby, made her voiidade 
•vitb ' Oh !' as she had begun with it. » 
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concerning his peculiarities, and a natural an willingness 
to intrude an opinion which was uncalled Cor, induced 
me to relinquish the idea. 

a When Byron wrote his famous Satire, I had my 
share of flagellation among my betters. My crime was 
having written a poem (Marmion, I think) for a thousand 
pounds ; which was .no otherwise true than that I sold 
the copyright for that sum. Now, not to mention that 
an author can hardly be censured for accepting such a 
sum as the booksellers are willinj to give him, especially 
as the gentlemen of the Irad^ made no complaints of 
theirbai^ain,Ithougbt the interference with my private 
aflairs was rather beyond the limits of liierary satire. 
On the other hand. Lord Byron paid me, in several 
passages, so much more praise than I deserved, that I 
must have been more irritable than I have ever felt 
upon such subjects, not to sit down contented, and think 
no nfiore about the matter. 

" I was very much struck, with all the rest of the . 
world, at the vigour and force of imagination displayed 
in the first Cantos of Ghilde Harold, and the other 
splendid productions which Lord Byron flung from 
him to the public with a promptitude that savoured of 
profusion. My own popularity, as a poet, was then on 
the wane, and I was unaffectedly pleased [o see an au- 
thor of so much power and energy taking the field. 
Mr John Murrayhappenedtobein Scotland dintsciisOTj, 
and as I mentioned to him the pleasure I shnuld have I [i 
making Lord Byron's acquaintance, he had tlje kindness 
to mention my wish to his lordship, which W lo snnie 
correspondence. 

hIi was in the spring of iftiS that, cbancin(> 10 be in 
London, I had the advantageof a pergonal imroductian 
to Lord Byron. Report had prepared tneto meet a n? 
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of pecaliar habits and a quick ifemper, and I had some 
doubts whether we were likely to suit each other in 
society. I was most agreeably disappointed in this re- 
spect. I found Lord Byron in the hig;hest d^ree cour- 
teous, and even kind. We met, for an -hour or two 
almost daily, in Mr Murray's drawing-room, and found 
a great deal to say to each other. We also met fre- 
quently in parties and evening society, so that for about 
two months I had the advantage of considerable inti- 
macy with this distinguished individual. Our senti- 
ments agreed a good deal, except upon the subjects of 
religion and politics, upon neither of which I was in- 
clined to believe that Lord ByrcMi entertained very fixed 
opinions. I remember- saying to him, that I really 
thought, that if he lived a few years he would alter his 
sentiments. He answered, rather' sharply^ ^ I suppose 
you are one of those who prophesy I will turn Metho- 
dist.' I replied, ' No — I don't expect your conversion 
to be of such an ordinary kind. I would rather look to 
see you retreat upon the Catholic faith, and distinguish^ 
yourself by the austerity of you r penances. The species 
of religion to which you m^st, or may, one day attadi 
yourself, must exercise a strong power on the imagina- 
tion.' He smiled gravely, and seemed to allow I might 
be right. 

it On politics, he used sometimes to express a high 
strain of what is now called Liberalism ; but it appeared 
to me that the pleasure it afforded him as a vehicle of 
displaying his wit and satire against individuals in 
office was at the bottom of this habit of thinking, rather 
than any real conviction of the political principles on 
which he talked. He was certainly proud of his rank 
and ancient family, and, in that respect, as much an 



A. D. i8i5. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. ^96 

aristocrat as was consistent with good sense and good 
breeding. Some disgusts, how adopted I know not, 
seemed to me to have given this peculiar and, as it ap- 
peared to me, contradictory cast of mind ; hut, at heart, 
I would have termed Byron a patrician on principle. 

aLord Byron's reading did not seem to me to have 
been very ex tensive either in poetry or history. Having 
the advantage of him in that respect, and possessing a 
good competent share of such reading as is little read, 
I was sometimes able to put under his eye objects which 
had for him the interest of novelty. I remember pai;]ti- 
cularly repeating to him the fine poem of Hardyknute, 
an imitation of the old Scottish Ballad, with which he 
was so much affected, that some one who was in the 
same apartment asked me what I could possibly have 
been telling Byron by which he was so much agitated. 

« I saw Byron, for the last time, in 181 5, after I re- 
turned from France. He dined, or lunched, with me at 
Long's, in Bond-street. I never saw him so full of 
gaiety and good -humour, to which the presence of 
Mr Matthews, the comedian, added not a little. Poor 
Terry was also present After one of the gayest parties 
I ever was present at, my fellow-traveller, Mr Scott of 
Gala, and I, set ofF for Scotland, and I never saw Ijord 
Byroo again. Several letters passed between us— one 
peiiftaps every half year.* Like the old heroes in Homer, 
we exchanged gifts ; — I gave Byron a beautiful dagger 
mounted with gold, which had been the property of the 
redoubted Elfi Bey. But I was to play the part of 
Diomed, in the Iliad, for Byron sent me, some time after, 
a large sepulchral vase of silver. It was full of dead 
men's bones, and had inscriptions on two sides of the 
base. One ran thus — * The bones contained in this urn ' 
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were found in certain ancient sepulchres within the land 
walls of Athens, in the month of February, 1811/ The 
other face bears the lines of Juvenal : 

Eipende — quot libras in duce sammo ioTenies. 
— ^Mors sola fatetar qoantula hominam corpascala. 

JTTf. X. 

(( To these I have added a third inscription, in these 
words — * The gift of Lord Byron to Walter Scott,'' 
There was a letter with this vase more valuable to me 
than the gift itself, from the kindness with which the 
donor expressed himself towards me. I left it naturally 
in the urn with the bones, — ^^but it is now missing. As 
the theft was not of a nature to be practised by a mere 
domestic, I am compelled to suspect the inhospitality of 
some individual of higher station, ^--most gratuitoudy 
exercised certainly, since, after what I have here said, 
no one will probably chuse to boast of possessing this 
literary curiosity. 

a We had a good deal of laughing, I remember, on 
what the public might be supposed to think or say, con- 
cerning the gloomy and ominous nature of our mutual 
gifts. 

a I think I can add little more to my recollections of 
Byron. He was often melancholy, — almost gloomy. 
When I observed him in this humour, I used either to 

■ Mr Murray had, at the time of giving the vase, su^ested to Lord 
Byron, that It would increase the value of the gift to add some such in- 
scription; but thie feeling of the noble poet on this subject will be under- 
stood from the following answer which he returned. 

•April 9th, 181 5. 
m Thanks for the books. I have great objection to your proposition 
about inscribing the vase,--owhich is, that it would appear ostentatious on 
my part; and of course 1 must send it as it is, without any alterau'on. 

« Tours, etc.* 
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wait till it went off of its own accord, or till some na- 
tural and easy mode occurred of leading him into con« 
▼ersation, when the shadows almost always left his 
countenance, like the mist rising; from a landscape. In 
conversation^ he was very animated. 

((I met with him very frequently in society; our mu- 
tual acquaintances doing me the honour to think that 
he liked to meet with me. Some very agreeable parties 
I can recollect, — particularly one at Sir George Beau- 
mont'sV where the amiable landlord had assembled some 
persons distinguished for talent. Of these I need only 
mention the late Sir Humphry Davy, whose talents for 
literature were as remarkable as his empire aver science. 
Mr Richard Sharpe and Mr Aogers were also present. 

u I think I also remarked in Byron's temper starts of 
suspicion, when he seemed to pause and consider whe- 
ther there had not been a secret, and perhaps offen- 
sive, meaning in something casually said to him. In 
this ease, I also judged it best to let his mind, like a 
troubled spring, work itself elear,. which it did in a 
minute or two. I was considerably older, you will re- 
collect, than my noble friend, and had no reason to 
fear his misconstruing my sentiments towards him, nor 
had I ever the slightest reason to doubt that they were 
kindly returned on his part. If I had occasion to be 
mortified by the display of genius which threw into the 
shade such pretensions as I was then supposed to pos- 
sess, I might console myself that, in my own case, the 
materials of mental happiness had been mingled in a 
greater proportion. 

tt I rummage my brains in vain for what often ru0he» 
into my head unbidden, — little traits and dyings which 
recall his looks, manner, tone, and gestures*, and I have 
always continued to think that a crisis of life wa^ 
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arrived in which a new career of faotte was opened to 
him, and that had he been permitted to start upon it, 
he would hare obliterated the memory of such parts of 
his life as friends would wish to forget. » 

LETTER CCXX. 

TO Ma HOOBE. 

« April 33d, i8i5. 

a Lord Wentworlh died last week. The bulk of his 
property (from seven to eight thousand per ann.) is 
entailed on Lady Milbanke and Lady Byron. The first 
is gone to take possession in Leieestershire, and attend 

the funeral, etc., this day. 

« « * .« -« * 

« I have mentioned the facts of the settlement of 
Lord W.'s property, because the newspapers, with their 
usual accuracy, have been making all kinds of blunders 
in their statement. His will is just as expected — the 
principal part-settled on Lady Milbanke (now Noel) and 
Bell, and a separate estate left for sale to pay debts 
(which are not great) and legacies to his natural son 
and daughter. 

«Mrs**'s tragedy was last night damned. They 
may bring it on again, and probably will ; but damned 
it was, — not a word of the last act audible. I went 
{malgri that I ought to have staid at home in sackcloth 
for unc, but I could not resist the^rst night of any 
thing), to a private and quiet nook of my private box, 
and witnessed the whole process. The first three acts, 
with transient gushes of applause, oozed patiently but 
heavily on. I must say it was badly acted, particularly 
by * *, who was groaned upon in the third act, — some- 
thing about * horror— such a horror' was the cause. 
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Well, the fourth act became as muddy and turbid as 
need be; but the fifth — what Garrick used to call (like 
a fool) the concoction of a play — the fifth act stuck fast 
at the King's prayer. You know he says 'he never went 
to bed without saying them, and did not like to .omit 
them now.' But he was no sooner upon his knees, than 
the audience got upon their legs — the damnable pit — 
and roared, and groaned, and hissed, and whistled. 
Well, that was choked a little ; but the ruffian scene— 
the penitent peasantry — and killing the Bishop and the 
Princess — oh, it was all over. The curtain fell upon 
unheard actors, and the announcement attempted by 
Rean for Monday -vvas equally ineffectual. Mrs Bartley 
was so frightened, that, though the people were toler- 
ably quiet, the Epilogue was quite inaudible to half the 
hoiise. In short, — you know all. I clapped till my 
hands were skinless, and so did Sir James Mackintosh, 
who was with me in the box. All the world were in the 
house, from the Jerseys, Greys, etc. etc., downwards. 
But it would not do. It is, after all, not an acting play ; 
good language, but no power. 

Women (saving Joanna Baillie) cannot write tragedy ; 
they have not seen enough nor felt enough of life for it. 
I think Semiramis or Catherine II might have written 
(could they have been unqueened) a rare play. 

« It is, however, a good warning not' to risk or write 
tragedies. I never had much bent that way; but, if 1 
had, this would have cured me. 

u Ever, carissime Thorn., 

« Thine, B.» 



3oo NOTICES OF THE a.d. i8i5. 

LETTER CCXXr. 

TO MR MURIUT^ 

• May aisf^ i8i5. 
uYou must have tbouglit it very odd, not to say 
un^ateful, that I made no mention of the draw- 
ing's,' etc., when I had the pleasure of seeing^ you this 
morning'. The fact is, that till this moment I had not 
seen them, nor beard of their arrival : they were carried 
up into the library, where I have not been till just now, 
and no intimation given to me of their coming, llie 
present is so very magnificent, that — in short, I leave 
Lady Byron to thank you for it herself, and merely 
send this to apologise for a piece of apparent and unin- 
tentional neglect on my own part. 

« Yours, etc.» 

LETTER CCXXIL 

TO MR MOORE. ^ 

« i3, Piccadilly Terrace, June 1 3th, i8i5. 
u I hiave nothing to offer in behalf of my late silence, 
except the most inveterate and ineffable laziness; but I 
am too supine to invent a lie, or I certainly should, 
being ashamed of the truth. K * *, I hope, has appeased 
your magnanimous indignation at his blunders. 1 
wished and wish you were in the Committee, with all 
my heart.^ It seems so hopeless a business, that the 

■ Mr Murray had presented Lady Byron with twelve drawings, by Sto* 
tfaardy from Lord Byron's Poems. 

* This and the following letter were addressed to me in Ireland, whither 
I had gone about the middle of the preceding month. 

^ He hadlately become one of the members of the Sub-Committee (con- 
sisting, besides himself. Of the persons mentioned in this letter), who had 
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company of a friend would be quite consoling^,— but 
more of this when we meet. In the mean time, you are 
entreated to prevail upon Mrs Esterre to eng[age herself. 
1 believe she has been written to, but your influence, in 
person, or proxy, would probably go farther than our 
proposals. What they are, I know not; all my new 
function consists in listening to the despair of Cavendish 
Bradshaw, the hopes of Kinnaird^ the wishes of Lord 
Essex, the complaints of Whitbread, and the calcula- 
tions of Peter Moore, — all of which, and whopa, seem 
totally at variance. G. Bradshaw wants to light the 
theatre with gas^ which may, perhaps (if the vulgar be 
believed) poison half the audience, and all the Dramatis 
Personce. Essex has endeavoured to persuade K*^ not 
to get drunk, the consequence of which is, that he has' 
never beeu sober since. Kinnaird^ with equal success, 
would have convinced Raymond that he, the said Ray- 
mond, had too much salary. Whitbread wants us to 
assess the pit another sixpence, — a d — d insidious pro« 
position, — which will end in an O. P. combustion. 
To crown all, R ^ *, the auctioneer, has the impudence 
to be displeased, because he has no dividend. The 
villain is a proprietor of shares, aiid a long-lunged 
orator in the meetings. I hear he has prophesied our 
incapacity, — ' a foregone conclusion,' whereof I hope to 
give him signal proofs before we are done. 

« Will you give us an Opera? no, I '11 be sworn, but I 
wish you would. »****<»# 
* * * * * * * 

a To go on with the poetical world, Walter Scott 

taken upon themselves the management of Drury-lane Theatre ; an^ it hart 
^een his wish, on the first construction of the Committee, that I shou)4 
be one of his colleagues. To some mistake in the mode of conTeying 
this proposal to me, be allades in the preceding sentence. 
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has ffme back to Scotland. Murray, the bookseller, 
haft been cruelly cudgelled of misbegotten knaves, 'in 
Kendal green,' at Newington Butts, in his way home 
from a purlieu dinner r-and roU>ed, — ^wouid you believe 
it? — of three or four bonds of forty pound apiece, and 
a seal-ring of his grandfather's worth a million ! This is 
hb version, *~but others opine that Disraeli, with whom 
he dined, knocked him down with his last publication, 
'the Quarrds of Authors,' in a dispute about copyright. 
Be that as it may, the newspapers have* teemed with 
his 'injtiria formae,' and he has been embrocated and 
invisible to aH but the apothecary ever since, 

tt Lady B. is better than three months advanced in 
her progress towards maternity, and, we hope, likely 
to go well through with it. We have been very little 
out this season, as i wish to keep her quiet in her present 
situation. Her father and mother have changed their 
names to Noel, in compliance with Lord Wentworth's 
will, and in complaisance to the property bequeathed 
by him. 

a I hear that you have been gloriously received by the 
Irish,— and so you ought. But don't let them kill you 
with claret and kindness at the national dinner in your 
honour, which, I hear and hope, is in contemplation. 
If you will tell me the day, I '11 get drunk mysdf on 
this side of the water, and waft you an applauding 
hiccup over the Channel. 

c( Of politics, we have nothing but the yell for war; 
and C ^ * h is preparing his head for the pike, on which 
we shall see it carried before he has done. The loan 
has made every body sulky. I hear often from Paris, 
but in direct contradiction to the home statements of 
our hirelings. Of domestic doings, there has been 
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nothing since Lady D**. Not a divorce stirring, — 
but a good many in embryo, in the shape of marriages. 

it I enclose you an epistle received this morning from 
I know not whom; but I think it will amuse you. The 
writer must be a rare fellow.' 

u VJS, — ^A gentleman naiAed D' Alton (not your Dal ton) 
has sent me a National Poem called 'Dermid.' The 
same cause which prevented ..my writing to you ope- 
rated against my wish to write to him an epistle of 
thanks. If you see him, will you make all kinds of fine 
speeches for me, and tell him that I am the laziest and 
raest ungrateful of mortals? 

u A word more;— Klon*t let Sir John Stevenson (as an 
evidence on trials for copyright, etc.) talk about the 
price of your next Poem, or they will come upon you 
for the Property Tax for it. I am serious, and have « 
just heard a kmg story of the rascally tax-men makitig 
Scott pay f&r his. So, take care. Three hundred is a 
devil of a deduction out of three thousand.)) 

■ The following is the enclosure here referred to : — 

« Darlington, June 3, 1 8 1 5 . 

« MT LOBD, 

« I have lately purchased a set of your works, and am quite vezed that 
you have not cancelled the Ode to Buonaparte. It certainly was prema- 
turely written, without thought or reflection. Providence hat now bronght 
him to reign oTer millions again, while the tame Providenoe keeps as it 
were in a garrison another potentate, who, in the bnguage of Mr Burke, 
' he hurled firom his throne.* See if you cannot make amends -for your 
folly, and consider that, in almost every respect, human nature is the 
same, in every clime and in every period, and don't act the part of a 
foolish boy. Let not Englishmen talk of the stretch of tyranta, while the 
tcvrents of blood shed in the East Indies cry aloud to Heaven for retalia- 
tion. Learn, good sir, not to cast the first stoqe. I remain your lordship's 
servant, •!. R**» 
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LETTER GCXXIII. 

TO MR MOORE. 

u ' Grata superveniet,^ etc! etc. I had written to you 
again, but burnt the letter, because I began to think 
you seriously hurt at myjndolence, and did not know 
how the buffoonery it contained might be taken. In 
the mean time, I have yours, and all is weU. 

a I had given over all hopes of yours. By the by, 
my/ grata superveniet' should be in the present tense; 
for I perceive it looks now as if it applied to this pre- 
sent scrawl reaching you, whereas it is to the receipt of 
thy Kilkenny epistle that I have tacked that venerable 
sentinaent. 

(iPoorWhitbiiead died yesterday morning, — a sudden 
and severe loss. His health had been wavering, but so 
fatal an attack was not apprehended. He dropped 
down and, I believe, never spoke afterwards. I perceive 
Perry attributes his death to Drury-lane,— a consola- 
tory encouragement to the new Committee. I have no 
doubt that***, who is of a plethoric habit, will be bled 
immediately; and as I have, since my marriage, lost 
much of my paleness, and, — ^horresco referens' (for I 
hate even moderate fat) — that happy slenderness, to 
which, when I first knew you, I had attained, I by no 
means sit easy under this dispensation of the Morning 
Chronicle. Everyone must regret the loss of Whitbread; 
he was surely a great and very good man. 

« Paris is taken for the second time. I presume it, 
for the future, will have an anniversary capture. In 
the late battles, like all the world, I have lost a con- 
nexion, — poor Frederick Howard, the best of his race. 
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I had little intercourse, of late years, with his family, 
but I never saw or heard but good of him. Hobhouse\s 
brother is killed. In short, the havoc has not left a 
family out of its tender mercies. , 

u Every hope of .a republic is over, and we must qo 
on under the old system. But I am sick at heart of po- 
litics and slaughters; and the luck which Providence 
is pleased to lavish on Lord***^ is only a proof of the 
little value the g;6ds set upon prosperity, when they 
permit such **^s as he and that drunken co-rporal, old 
Blucher, to bully their betters. From this, however, 
WellingtOD should be excepted. He is a man, — and 
the Scipio of our Hannibal. However, he may thank 
the Russian frosts^ which destroyed the real 4iite of the 
French army^ for the successes of Waterloo. 

itLa! Moore-^how you blasphemes about 'Parnas- 
sus' and ' Moses r I am ashamed for you. Won^t you 
do any thing for the drama? We beseech an Opera. 
Kinnaird^s blunder was partly mine. I wanted you of 
all things in the Committee, and so did he. But we 
are now glad you were wiser ^ fpr it is, I doubt, a bitter 
business. 

tfWhen .shall, we see you in England? Sir Ralph 
Noel {laie Milbank — he don't promise to be late Noel 
in a hurry) finding that one man can^t inhabit two 
houses, has given his place in the north to me for a ha- 
bitation; and there Lady B. threatens to be brought to 
bed in November. Sir R. and my Lady Mother are to 
quarter at Kirby — Lord Wentworth's that was. Perhaps 
you and Mrs Moore will pay us a visit at Seaham in 
the course of the autumn. If so, you and I (without our 
wives) will take a lark to Edinburgh and embrace Jef- 
frey. It is not much above one hundred miles from 
us. But all this, and other high matters, we will discuss 

i3. 
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at meeting, which I hope will be on your return. We 
don't leave town till August. 

ttEver, etc.» 

LETTER CCXXIW 

^ TO MR SOTHEBT. 

• Sept. 1 5, i8i5. PtceadiUy Terrace. 
M DEAR SIR, 

u 'Ivan* is accepted, and will be put in progress on 
Kean's arrival. 

» The theatrical gentlemen have a ccmfident hope of 
its success. I know not that any alterations for the 
stage will be necessary; if any, they will be trifling, and 
you shall be duly apprized. I would suggest that you 
should not attend any except the latter rehearsak — the 
managers have requested me to state this to you. Ton 
can see them, viz., Dibdin and Rae, whenever you 
please, and I will do any thing you wish to be done on 
your suggestion, in the mean time. 

u Mrs Mardyn is not yet out, and nothing can be de- 
termined till she has made her appearance — ^I mean as 
to her capacity for the part you mention, which I take 
it for granted is not in Ivan — as I think Ivan may be 
performed very well without her. But of that here- 
after. 

« Ever yours, very truly, 

uBtron.» 

u P.S. — You will be glad to hear that the season has 
begun uncommonly well-^great and constant houses 
— the performers in much harmony with the Com- 
mittee and one another, and &s much good-humour as 
m be preserved in such complicated and extensive 
'erests as the Drury-lane proprietary. » 
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TO MB SOTHEBY. 

« 

« September a 5th, i8i5. 

' a DEAR SIR, 

tt I think it would be advisable for you to see the 
acting-managers when convenient, as there must be 
points on which you will want to cqnfer; the objection 
I stated was merely on the part of the performers, and 
is general and not particular to this instance. I thought 
it as well to mention it at once — and some of .the re^ 
hearsals you will doubtless see, notwithstanding. 

u Rae, I rather think, has his eye on Naritzin for him- 
self. He is a more popular performer than Bartley, and 
certainly the cast will be stronger with him in it; 
besides, he is one the managers, and will feel doubly 
interested if he can act in both capacities. Mrs Bartley 
will be Petrowna; — as to the Empress, I know not 
what to say or think. The truth is, we are not amply 
furnished with tragic women; but make the best of 
those we have, you can take your choice of them. We 
have all great hopes of the success — on which, setting 
aside other considerations, we are particularly anxious, 
as being the first tragedy to be brought out since the 
old Committee. 

« By the way — I have a charge against you. As the 
great Mr Dennis roared out on a similar occasion — 
'By G — d, that is niy th under T so do | exclaim TAis 
is my lightning!)) I allude to a speech of Ivan's, in 
the scene with Petrowna and the Empress, where the 
thought and almost expression are similar to Conrad's, 
in the 3d Canto of the * Corsair/ I^ however, do not say 
this to accuse you, but to exempt myself from suspi- 
cion/ as there is a priority of six months' publication, 

I Notwithttanding this precaution of the poet, the coincitleBce in 
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on my part, between the appearance of that composition 
and of your tragedies. 

u George Lamhe meant to have written to you. If 
you don^t like to confer with the managers at present, I 
will attend to your wishes — so state them. 

tt Yours very truly, 

»Btron.» 

LETTER CCXXV. 

TO MR TAYLOR. 

w 1 3^ TefTace, PiccadiUy, September 25th, i8i5. . 
((DEAR SIR, 

u I am sorry you should feel uneasy at what has by 
no means troubled me.^ If your Editor, his corres- 
pondents, and readers, are amused, I have no objectioD 
to be the theme of all the ballads he can find room for, 
--provided his lucubrations are confined to me only. 

K It is a long time since things of this kind have ceased 
to 'fright me from my propriety;' nor do I know any 

question was, but a few years after, triumphantly cited in rapport of the 
sweeping charge of plagiarism brought against him by some scrihUers. 
The following are Mr Solheby*8 Knet. 

And I have leapt 
In transport from my flinty couch, to welcome 
The thunder as it burst upon my roof, 
And beckon'd to the lightning, as it flash*d 
And spaidded on these fetters. 

' Mr Taylor having inserted in the San newspaper (of which he was 
then chief proprietor) a sonn^to Lord Byron, in return for a preatot 
which his lordship had sent him of a haadsomeiy bound copy of all his 
works, there appeared in the same journal, on the following day (from 
the pen of some person who had acquired a ccAitrol over the paper), a 
parody upon this sonnet, containing some disrespectful allusion to Lady 
Byron ; and it is to this circumstance, which Mr Taylor had written to 
explain, thai the above letter, so creditable to the feelings of the noble 
husband, refers. 
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similar attack which would induce me to turn again, — 
unless it involved those connected with me, whose 
qualities, I hope, are such as to exempt them in the 
eyes of those who bear no good -will to myself. In such 
a case, supposing it to occur — to reverse the saying of 
Dr Johnson, — 'what the law could not do for me, I 
would do for myself,' be the consequences what they 
might. 

a I return you, with many thanks, Golman and the 
letters. The Poems, I hope, you intended me to keep; 
— at least, I shall do so, till I hear the contrary.* 

« Very truly yours. » 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« Sept. a5, i8i5. 
-wWill you publish the Drury-lane 'Magpye?* or, 
what is more, will you give fifty, or even forty pounds 
for the copyright of the said ? have undertaken to 
ask you this question on behalf of the translator, and 
wish you would. We can*t ^et so jnuch for him by 
ten pounds from any body else, and I^ knowing your 
magnificence, would be glad of an answer. 

tt Ever, etc. » 

LETTER CCXXVL . 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« 

« September a ydi, i8i5. 
«That 's right, and splendid, and becoming a pub- 
lisher of high degree. Mr Concanen (the translator) 
will be delighted, and pay his washerwoman; and in 
reward for your bountiful behaviour in this instance, I 
won't ask you to publish any more for Drury-lane, or 
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any lane whatever again. You will have no tragedy or 
any thing else From me, I assure you, and may think 
yourself lucky in having got rid of me, for good and 
all, without more damage. But I 'il tell you what we 
will do for you, — act Sotheby's Ivan^ which will suc- 
ceed; and then your present and next impression of 
the dramas of that dramatic gentleman will be expedited 
to your heart's content; and if there is any thing very 
good, you shall have the refusal ; but you shaVt have 
any more requests. 

aSotheby has got a thought, and almost the words, 
from the Third Canto of the Corsair, which, y^ou know, 
was published six months before his tragedy. It is 
from the storm in Conrad's cell. I have written to Mr 
Sotheby to claim it; and, as Dennis roared out of the 
pit, ' By G— d, that 's my thunder !' so do I, and will I 
exclaim, 'By G — d, that's my lightning!* that electrical 
fluid being, in fact, the subject of the said passage. 

« You will have a print of Fanny Kelly, in the Maid, 
to prefix, which is honestly worth twice the money you 
have given for tBe MS. Pray what did you do with 
the note I gave you about Mungo Park? 

« Ever, etc. »> 
LETTER CCXXVII. 

•TO MR MOORE. 

^ « 1 3, Terrace, Piccadilly, October 38, i8i5. 

((You are, it seems, in England again, as I am to hear 
from every body but yourself; and I suppose ybu punc- 
tilious, because I did not answer your last Irish letter. 
When did you leave the 'swate country? Nevermind, 
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, I forgive you ; — a strong proof of — I know not what — 
to gfve the lie to — 

He never pardons ivho hath done the wrong. 

a You have written to **. You have also written lo 
Perry, who intimates hope of an Opera from you. 
Coleridge' has promised a Tragedy. Now, if you keep 
Perry's word, and Coleridge keeps his own, Drury-lane 
will he set up; — and, sooth to say, it is in grievous want 
of such a lift. We hegan at speed, and are hlown 
already. When I say 'we,' I mean Kinnaird, who is 
the ' all in all sufficient,' and can count, which none of 
the rest of the Committee can. 

tt It is really very good fun, as far as the daily and 
nightly stir of these strutters and fretters go; and, if 
the concern could he brought to pay a shilling in the 
pound, would do much credit to the management. 
Mr — — has an accepted tragedy, * * * * *j whose first 
scene is in his sleep .(I don't mean the author's). It was 
forwarded to us as a prodigious favourite of Rean's; 
but the said Kean, upon interrogation, denies his eu- 
Ip^y and protests against his part. How it will end, I 
know not. 

a I say so much about the theatre, because there is 
nothing else alive in London at this season. All the 
world are out of it, except us, who remain to lie in, 
— in December, or perhaps earlier. Lady R is ver^' 
ponderous and prosperous, apparently, and I wish it 
well over. 

« There is a play before me from a personage who 
signs himself ' Hibernicus.' The hero is Malachi, tlie 
Irishman and king; and the villain and usurper, Tur- 
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gesiusy the Dane. The conclusioii is fine. Turgesius is 
chained by the leg (vide stage direction) t» a pillar on 
the stage; and King Malachi makes him a speech, not 
unlike Liord Gastlereagh's about the balance of power 
and the lawfulness of legitimacy, which puts Turgesius 
into a frenzy — as Gastlereagh's would, if his audience 
was chained by the 1^. He draws a dagger and mshcs 
at the orator; but, finding himself at the end of his 
tether, he sticks it into his own cafcass, and dies^ saying, 
he has fulfilled a prophecy* 

« Now, this is serious, downrigkt matter offact, and the 
grarest part of a tragedy which is not intended for bur- 
lesque. I tell it you for the honour of Ireland. The 
writer hopes it will be represented: — but what is Hope? 
nothing but the paint on the face of Existence; the least 
touch of truth rubs it off, and then we see what a hollow- 
cheeked harlot we have got bold of. I ata not sure 
that I have not said this last superfine reflection before. 
But never mind ; — it will do for the tragedy of Turge- 
sius, to which I can append it. 

tt Well, but how dost thou do? thou bard, not of a 
thousand, but three thousand ! I wish your friend, Sir 
John Piano-Forte, had kept that to himself, and not 
made it public at the trial of the song-seller in Dublin. 
I tell you why; it is a liberal thing for Longman to do, 
and honourable for you to obtain ; but it will set aU the 
' hungry and dinner-less, lank-jawed judges' upon the 
fortunate author. But they be d — d ! — the ' Jeffrey and 
the Moore together are confident against the world in 
ink !' By the way, if poor C * * e — who is a man of 
wonderful talent, and in distress,' and about to publish 



* It is but justice l|oth to « bhn that gaT« and hkm that took» to 
ti\on that the noble poet, at this time, with a delicacy vhich euhaoccd 
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two vols, of Poesy and Biog^raphy) and who lias been 
worse used by the critics than ever we were — will you^ 
if he comes out, promise me to review him favourably 
in the £• R.?. Praise him, I think you must, but you 
will also praise him uwll, — of all things the most diffi- 
cult. It will be the making of him. 

a This must be a secret between you and me, as Jef- 
frey might not like such a project; — nor indeed, might 
C. himself like it. But I do think he only wants a pio- 
neer and a sparkle or two to explode most gloriously. , 

u Ever yours most affectionately, 

«B. 

a P.S. — ^This is a sad scribbler^s letter ; but the next 
shall be ^ more of this world.' » 

As, after this letter, there occur but few allusions to 
his connexion with the Drury-lane management, I shall 
here avail myself of the opportunity to give some ex- 
tracts from his u Detached Thoughts,)) containing recol- 
lections of his short acquaintance with the interior of 
the theatre. 

u When I belonged to the Drury-lane Committee, and 
was one of the Sub-committee of Management, the 
number of plays upon the shelves were about^ve hun- 
dred. Cionceiving that amongst these there must be 
5onie of merit, in person and by proxy I caused an in- 
vestigation. I do not think that of those which I saw 
there was one which could be conscientiously tolerated. 
There never were such things as most of them ! Matu- 
rin was very kindly recommended to me by Sir Walter 
Scott, to whom 1 had recourse, firstly, in the hope that 

the kiDdness, advanced to the eminent person here spoken of, on the 
credit of soma work he was about to produce, one hundred pounds. 

VOL. II. I 4 
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ke wooM do sometbtog jfor us bimselfy 4m4 setondly, 
io mydeipaiis that he would point ouita usttsy yottiig 
(or old ) writer of prowiee* Matitrtn sent hts Bertram 
wmi % letter withmU }m address^ so lh«t at SsKt I -oould 
give him. no answer. When I at la^t bk upon bu resi- 
dence, I sent him a favourable answer and tomethbtg 
nore sidwtamiaL HU play succeeded ; birt I TPas at 
diat time afeeent irom Ea^and. 

f< lined Golerid^ ioo; but be bad notbing ^asibJe 
in band at tbe time. Mr Sotkeby obiigisgly #fifered 
all bis tragedies, and I ple<%ed nsyaelf, and notwith- 
standing; many squabbles with my Committed Breth- 
ren, did get^ Ivan ' accepted, i^ead, and tbe parts distri- 
buted. But, lo ! in the very heart of tbe jnatter, npon 
some tepidness on the part of Kean, or warmtb on that 
of the Milbor, Sotbeby withdrew bis play. Sir J* B* Bur- 
gess did also present lour tragedies and a Caree, and I 
moved ^een^room and Sub^Cowmittoe^bnttbey would 
not. 

N Then the scenes I had to go througli !<^tbe au^ors, 
and tbe authoresses, and tbe milliners, and tbe wild 
Irishmen, — the people from Brighton, from Blackwall, 
firom Chotban, ttom OMtenfaam, froan Dublin, from 
Dundee^-^wbo came in upon me ! to all of wibom it 
was proper to Qtve a dttii. ansmer, and a bearing, and 
a reading. Mrs **^ *^ father, an Irish dancing-master 
of sixty years, caUednpon me to request to play Archer, 
dres^d in silk stockings on a frosty morning to show 
bis legs >( which were certairily.good and Irish for his 
age, and bad been still better ),r— Miss fimmaiSomebody 
iwith a play entitled ^ Tbe Bandit of Bcdfeotnia,' or aome 
such title or production, — Mr 0'H%|^asip then aesident 
at Eicbmoud, with an Irish tragedy, in which the uni- 
ies eMiid not fail to be observed, for tbe protagonist 
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WHS dbainad by the 1^ to a pillar during die chief part 
of the parformaiMse. He was a wild man, of a salva^ 
appearance, and the diffic«ihy of not laughing at him 
waa only to he got over by reflecting upon the prohcbk 
coil80[|iieiiC^ <}f 9udi oachtimation. 

w Af I am really a (Hvil and polite person, and do h«te 
giving pain when it can be avoided, I sent tbem up to 
Douglas Kinnaird, — who is a man of business, and suf- 
ficiently ready whh a negative,— and left them to set- 
tle with him ; and as the banning of the next year I 
went abroad, I have since been little aware of the pro- 
gress of the theatres. 

cc Players ave said to be an impracticabie people. 
They are so ; bat I managed to steer clear of any dis- 
putes with them, and excepting one debate ' widi the 
elder Byrne about Miss Smith's pas d€ — (something — I 
forget the technicals),-^! do not remember any litiga- 
tion of my own. I nsed to protect Miss Smith, because 

* A correspondent of one of the monthly Miscellanies gives the follow- 
fKg aoooont of this incident. 

« During Lof4 Bywn's MknimMnMiQii, o ballet wimi inveoted hf the 
elder Byrne, in which Miss Smith (since Mrs Oscar Byrne) bad a put seuL 
This the lady wished to remove to a later period in the ballet. The 
ballet-master refused, and the lady swore she would not dance it at all. 
Tb« music incidental to the dance began to play, and the lady walked eff 
the stage. Both parlies flounced inl* the green*rooBi to Jay du case 
before Lord Byron, who happened to be the only person in that apart- 
ment. The noble committee-man made an award in favoor of Miss 
Smith, and both complainants rushed angrily out of the room at the in- 
stant of my entering it. * If you had come a minute sooner,' said liord 
Byron, *yoa woald ha«« heard a curiooa matter deeided on by me : a 
question of dancing ! — by me,' added he, looUng down at the lameUmb, 
* whom Nature from my birth has prohibited from taking a single step/ 
His countenance fell after he had uttered this, as if he had said too 
much ; and for a moment there was an embarrauing silence on hot' 
sides. » 
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she was like Lady Jane Harley in the face, and like- 
nesses go a great way with me. Indeed, in general, I 
left such things to my more bustling colleagues, who 
used to reprove me seriously for not being able to take 
such things in hand without bufiboning with the his- 
trions, or throwing things into confusion by treating 

light matters with levity. 

* « « « » . « 

a Then the Committee ! — then the Sub-committee !— 
we were but few, but never agreed. There was Peter 
Moore who contradicted Rinnaird, and Kinnaird who 
contradicted every body : then our two managers, Rae 
and Dibdin ; and our secretary, Ward ; and yet we 
were all very zealous and in earnest to do good and so 
forth. * * * * furnished us with prologues to our revived 
old English plays ; but was not pleased with me for 
complimenting him as ^ the Upton ' of our theatre (Mr 
Upton is or was the poet who writes the songs for Ast- 

]eys ), and almost gave up prologuing in consequence. 

* * « « « « 

« In the pantomime of i8i5- i6, there was a repre- 
sentation of the masquerade of 1 8 14 given by ' us youth' 
of Watier's Club to Wellington and Co. Douglas Kin- 
naird and one or two others, with myself, put on 
masques, and went on the stage with the oi ^roXXot, to see 
the effect of a theatre from the stage : — it is very grand. 
Douglas danced among the figuranti too, and they were 
puzzled to find out who we were, as being more than 
their number. It was odd enough that Douglas Kin- 
naird and I should have been both at the recU masque- 
rade, and afterwards in the mimic one of the same, on 
the stage of Drury-lane theatre. » 
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LETTER CCXXVIII. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« Terrace, Piccadilly, October 3 1, i8i5. 

a I have not been able to ascertain precisely the dme 
of duration of the stock market ; but I believe it is a 
good time for selling out, and I hope so. First, be- 
cause I shall see you ; and, next, because I shall receive 
certain monies on behalf of Lady B., the v^hich will 
materially conduce to my comfort, — 1 wanting ( as the 
duns say) ^ to make up a sum.' 

u Yesterday, I dined out with a largeish party, where 
were Sheridan and Colman, Harry Harris of G. G. and 
his brother. Sir Gilbert Heathcote, D* Rinnaird, and 
others, of note and notoriety. Like other parties of 
the kind, it was first silent, then talky, then argumen- 
tative, then disputatious, then unintelligible, then alto- 
gethery, then inarticulate, and then drunk. When we 
had reached the last step of this glorious ladder, it was 
diCBcult to get down again without stumbling ; — and, 
to crown all, Kinnaird and I had to conduct Sheridan 

down a d d corkscrew staircase, whicbhad certainly 

been constructed before the discovery of fermented li- 
quors, and to which no legs, however crooked, could 
possibly accommodate themselves. We deposited him 
safe at home, where his man, evidently used to the busi- 
ness, waited to receive him in the hall. 

u Both he and Colman were, as usual, very good ; but 
I carried away much wine, and the wine had previously 
carried away my memory ; so that all was hiccup and 
happiness for the last hour or so, and I am not impreg- 
nated with any of the conversation. Perhaps yor 
heard of a late answer of Sheridan to the waitchnta 
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who fband him bereft of that ' diyine particle of air,' 
called reason, ♦ « ♦ * « « 

He, the watchman, found Sherry in the street, fuddled 
and bewildered, and almost insensible. * Who are joti, 
sir?— no answer. * What's your name? — a hiccup. 
* What 's yoor name ? — ^Answer, in a slow, ddiiberate, 
and inpaittve toiM — ' WUbevfeffee I ! ! ' Is not that 
Skerry all aTer?-*-and, to my miad, esEcettefit, Poor 
fellaw,. Us retj drtff^ are better diaii die *first sprightly 
runnings' of others. 

a My p«pcr is full, md I hava a grterout headache. 

tt P.S.— Lady B. is in fi;dl |Hregie6s. Nesrt Inottth will 
briagf to light (with the aid of ^ Jnno Lacina^ fir6p€my 
or ratber ofms^ for Ihe kut ars most waflstdd), the tenth 
wondtr of the world^^Gil Bias being die efgktb, and 
he (nry son's lather) die moth.ii 

LETTER CCXXIJt. 

TO MR MOOH£. 

• November 4th, tS tS, 

fc Had yoa not bewildered my head with the ' stocks,' 
your letter would have been answered diteetly. Hadn't 
I to go to die city? and hadn't i to remember what to 
ask when I got there? and hadn't I forgotten it? 

a I dH>iild be undoubtedly delighted to see you ; but 
I don't like to ui^e against your reasons my own tn- 
clsnatiofis. Gome you mast soon, for stay ytm won^L 
I know you of old ; — you have been too much leavened 
with London to keep long out of it. 

M Lewis is g<MOgf to JUmmka to suck his sngar-eanes. 

4aili in two days ; i enclose yon his farewell note. 

nr hhtt last night at i>. L. T. for the kst trMe pre- 
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vious to his voyage. Poor fellow ! he is really a good 
man — an excellent man— he left me his walking-stick 
and a pot of preserved ginger. I shall never eat the 
last without tears in my eyes, it is so hot. We have had 
a devil of a row among our ballerinas: Miss Smith has 
been wrooged about a hornpipe* The Committee 
have interfered; but Byrne, the d-*d ballet-n>a$ter, 
won't budge a step. / am furious, so is George Lamb. 
Kimuurd is very glad, because — he donH know why; 
and I am very sorry, for the same reason. To-day I 
dine with Kd.-^we are ta bare Sheridan and Golman 
again; and to-ttorrow, once more, at Sir Gilbert 
Heathoote^s. 

tt Leigh Hunt has written a reat good and very 
original Poem^ vdiiich I think will be a great hit. Tou 
can hAve no notion how very well it is written, nor 
shooM I, had I net redde it. As to us, Tom--e(i, when 
art tbou out? If you think, the verses worth it, I 
would ralher tbey were embalmed in ttie Irish Melo- 
dies, than scattered abi'oad in a separate song — much 
rather. Bnt when are thy great things out? I mean 
the Po of Poe — thy Shah Nameh, It is very kind in 
Jeffrey to like the Hebrew Melodies. Some of the 
fellows here preferred Slembold and Ho|4iins, and saict 
so ;— ' the lien^ receive ijieir souh therefor !' 

u I mu^t go and dress fer dinner. Poor, dear Murat, 
what an eud! You know, I suppose, that his white 
plume used to be a rallying point in battle, like Heniy 
Fourth^ He refused a confessor and a bandage; — 
so would neither suffer his soul or body to be ban- 
daged. Tou shall have more to-morrow or next day. 

uEver, etc." 
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LETTER CCXXX. 

TO MB MUHRAT. 

« November 4tl^ i8i5. 

tt When yott have been enabled to form an opinton 
on Mr Goleridge^& MS. ' you will oblige me by return- 
ing it, as, in fact, I have no authority to let it out of 
my hands. I think most highly of it, and feel anxious 
that you should be the publisher; but if you are not, 
I do not despair of finding those who will. 

a I have written to Mr Leigh Hunt, stating your 
willingness to treat with him, which, when I saw yoa, 
1 understood you to be. Terms and time, I leave to 
his ple«^ure and your discernment ; but this I will say, 
that I think it the scffrst thing you ever engaged in. 
I speak to you as a man of business: were I to talk to 
you as a reader or a critic, I should say, it was a very 
wonderful and beautiful performance, with just enough 
of fault to make its beauties more remarked and re- 
markable. 

tt And now to the last — my own, which I feel ashamed 
of after the others : — publish or not, as you like, I don't 
care one damn. If you don't, no one else shall, and I 
never thought or di^amed of it, except as one in tbe 
collection. If it is worth being in the fourth volume, 
put it there and nowhere else ; and if not, put it in 
the fire. 

f Tours, 

ttN.w 

Those embarrassments ^vbich, from a review of his 
affairs previous to the marriage, he had clearly fbre- 

J[ A Tragedy eotided, I think, ZopoLia. 
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seen would, before long, overtake him, were not slow 
ill realizing his worst omens. The increased expenses 
induced by his new mode of life, with but very little 
increase of means to meet them, — the long arrears of 
early pecuniary obligations, as well as the claims 
which had been, gradually, since then, accumulating, 
all pressed upon him now with collected force, and 
reduced him to some of the worst humiliations of 
poverty. He had been even driven, by the necessity 
of encountering such demands, to the trying expedient 
of parting with his books, — which circumstance coming 
to Mr Murray's ears, that gentleman instantly for- 
warded to him £i5oo, vdth an assurance that another 
sum of the same amount should be ^t his service in a 
few weeks, and that if such assistance should not be 
sufHcient, Mr Murray was most ready to dispose of the 
copyrights of all his past works for his use. 

This very liberal offer, Lord Byron acknowledged in 
the following letter. 

LETTER CCXXXL 

TO MR MURRAY. 

« November i4tli, i8i5. 

, u I return you your bills not accepted, but certainly 
not unhonoured. Your present offer is a favour which 
I would accept from you, if I accepted such from any 
man. Had such been my intention, I can assure you 
I would have asked you fairly, and as freely as you 
would give ; and I cannot say more of my confidence 
or your conduct. 

uThe circumstances which induce me to part with 
my books, though [sufficiently, are not immediately^ 
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prettiaig^ I have taaie up my waiud to tfiaw^ and 
there 'a aa end* 

tt Had I been disposed to trespass on your kiisdiiess 
m thisway^it would bava been before now; but I am 
not sorry to bave an opportunity of declining it, as it 
sets my opinion cf yon, and ind^d of human nature, in 
a different light from that in which I have beea ac- 
cnstonMd to consider it. 

a BeUeve me very truly, etc.» 



TO Ma M^iUUT. 

« December aSth, i8i5. 

u I send some lines, written some time ag^o, and in> 
tended as an opening to the ^ Siege of Corinth.* I had 
forgotten them, and am not sure that they had not 
better be left out now :— on that, you and your Synod 
can determine. 

a Yours, etc.» 

The following are the lines alluded to in this note. 
They are written in the loosest form of that rambling 
style of metre which his admiration of Mr Coleridge's 
^Christabeb) led him, at this time, to adopt; and he 
judged, rightly, perhaps, in omitting them as the open- 
ing of his Poem. They are, however, too full of 
spirit and character to be lost. Though breathing the 
thick atmosphere of Piccadilly when he wrote them, 
it is plain that his fancy was far away, among the 
sunny hills and vales of Greece; and their contrast 
with the tame life he was leading at the moment but 
Ijave to his recollections a fresher spring and fbree. 

ri» the ychllt* siller JMQg died for ^RMn, 
feliglit«en hoadMb y«aM aad tB% 
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We were a gafkot eooi|i<iny) 

Riding o*er land, anA tailing a*er sea. 

Oh ! but we wefm nertily' I 

We forded the river, aiu} diMiib Ate hi|g|li hill^ 

Never our steed^s fbr a day siocmI still ; - ' 

Whether we lay i»tlM c^rm ov th^ sbed^ 

Our sleep fell soft ofrib« bardesc bec^; 

Whether we couch'd in- dttr rough empottt) 

On the rougher plank of our gliding boat, 

Or streteh'd on the beach, or our gaddtesr s^bread 

As a pillow beneath the resting head, 

Fr^sh we woke upon the morrow : 

All our thoughts and words ftad scope, 

We had health, and we had hope, 
Toil and travel, but no sorrow. * 
We were of all tongues and creeds ; — 
Some were those who counted beads, 
Some of mosque, and some of church. 

And some, or I mis-say, of neither ; 
Tet through the wide world mighf ye Search 

Nor find a motli«r crew nor blither. 

Bui «ome are dead^ and some are gone, 
And some are scatter'd and alone. 
And some are rebels on the hills * 

That look along Epirus' valleys, 

Where Freedoifn still at moments rallies. 
And pays in blood Oppression's ills i 

And some are in a far coolitreef 
And soBie all restlestly at home; 

But nevor more^ oh ! never^ we 
Shall iiMiel |« revel and. to r^aiik 

But those hardy days flew cheerily. 
And when they now fall drearily, 

* aThe last tidings recently heard of Denrisli (one of the Arnaonts 
who followed me) state him to be in revolt upon the mountains; at the 
head of soaie of the baodt conaMO i|i that eotmtry hi tkvM of ttettble. « 
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My ihon^hu, like swallows, skim tbe main. 

And bear my spirit hack again 

Oirer the earth, and lliroa({h the sir, 

A wild bird, and a wanderer. 

T is this that ever wakes my strain, 

And oft, too oft, implores again . 

The few who may endure my lay. 

To follow me so far away. 

Stranger— wilt thoo follow now. 

And sit with me on Acro-Gorinth's brow? 

LETTER CCXXXII. 

TO MR MOORE. 

« January 5th, 1816. 

u I hope Mrs M. is quite re-established. The little 
girl was born on the loth of December last: her name 
is Augusta Jda (the second a very antique family name, 
— I believe not used since the reign of King John). She 
was, and is, very flourishing and fat, and reckon«d 
very large for her days— squalls and sucks incessantly. 
Are you answered ? Her mother is doing very well, 
and up again. 

M I have now been married a year on the second of 
this month — heigh-ho! I have seen nobody lately 
much worth noting, except S** and another general 
of the Gauls, once or twice at dinners out of doors. 
S** is a fine, foreign, villanous-looking, intelligent, 
and very agreeable man ; his compatriot is more of 
the peiii^mcaJtre^ and younger, but I should think not 
at all of the same intellectual calibre with the Cor- 
sican — which S * *, you know, is, and a cousin of Napo- 
leon's. 

It Are you never to be expected in town again ? To 
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be sure, there is no one here of the i5oo fillers of hot 
rooms, called the fashionable world. My approaching^ 
papa-ship detained us for advice, etc. etc. — though I 
would as soon be here as any where else on this side of 
the straits of Gibraltar. 

«I would gladly — or, rather, sorrowfully — comply 
with your request of a dirge for the poor girl you 
mention.' But how can I write on one I have never 
seen or known ? Besides, you will do it much better 
yourself. I could not write upon any thing, without 
some personal experience and foundation ; far less on a 
theme so peculiar. Now, you have both in this case; 
and, if you had neither, you have more imagination^ 
and would never fail. 

a This is but a dull scrawl, and I am but a dull fellow. 
Just at present, I am absorbed in 5oo contradictory 
contemplations, though with but one objei^ in view — 
which will probably end' in nothing, as most things we 
viish do. But never mind — as somebody si(ys, ^ for the 
blue sky bends over all.' I only could be glad, if it 
bent over me where it is a little bluer ; like the ^ skyish 
top of blue Olympus,' which, by the way, looked very 
white when I last saw it. Ever, etc. n 

On reading over the foregoing letter, I was much 
struck by the tone of melancholy that pervaded it; and 
well knowing it to be the habit of the writer's mind to 
seek relief, when under the pressure of any disquiet 
or disgust, in that sense of freedom which told him 
that there were homes for him elsewhere, I could per- 

* 1 had mentioned to him, at a subject worthy of his best powers of 
pathos, a melancholy event which had jnst occurred in my neighbour- 
hood, and to which I have myself made allusion in one of the Sacred Me* 
lodies'-** W«ep not foB her. « 
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own stvoog expressions^ lie was a standing al<me on his 
hearth, wkhhis bonsehold gods shivered around him,if 
be was also doomed to receive the startling intelligence, 
that the wife who had just parted with him in kindness 
had parted with him — for ever. 
About this time the following note was written. 

TO BAR ROGEKS. 

• Feb. 8, 1816. 

u Do not mistake me — I really returned your book 
for the reason assigned, and no other. It is too good 
for so careless a fellow. 1 have parted with all my own 
books, and positively vroiih deprive you of so valuable 
' a drop of that immortal man.' 

a I shall be very glad to see you, if you like to call, 
though I am at present contending with ' the slings and 
arrows of outrageous fortune,' some of which have struck 
at me from a quarter whence 1 did not indeed expect 
them. — But, no matter, * there is a world elsewhere,' and 
1 will cut my way through this as 1 can. 

u If you write to Moore, will you tell him that I 
shall answer bis letter the moment I can musto* time 
and spirits? 

ccEver yours, 
«Bn.» 

The rumours of the separation did not reach me till 
more than a week afterwards, when t immediately wrote 
to him thus : — « I am most anxious to hear from you, 
though I doubt whether I ought to mention the subject 
on which I am so anxious. If, however, what I heard 
last night, in a letter from town, be true, you will know 
immediately what I allude to, and just communicate as 
much or as little upon the subject as yoo idiink proper ; 



A. ]>. i8ff6. LlFfi PF LORD VfKOS. 3ag 

-'^oiily som^bmg I should like to kmyvr, as soon as pos* 
sible, frotnr yourself, in order to set my mind at rest with 
respect to the truth or falsehood of the report. »> The 
following is his answer. 

LETTER CCXXXUI. 

TO MR UOOEE. 

«Feb. a^tli, 1816. 

« f have not answered your letter for a time; and, 
at present, the reply to part of it migfht extend to such 
a length, that f sbalf delay ft till it can he made in 
person, and then I will shorten it as much as I can. 

a In the mean thne, I am at war 'with all the world 
and his wife;'^ or rather, 'all the world and my wife' are 
at war with me, and have not yet crnshed me, — 
whatever they m«y do. I don't know that in the course 
of a hair-hreadth existence I was ever, at home or 
abroad, in a situation so completely uprooting of pr^ 
sent pleasure, or rational hope for the future, as this 
same. I say this, because I think so, and feel it. But I 
shall not sink under it the more for that mode of consi- 
dering^ the question. — I have made up my mind. 

« By the way, however, you must not believe all you 
hear on the subject; and don't attempt to defend me. 
If you succeeded in that, it would be a mortal, or an 
immortal, offence — who can bear refutation? I have 
but a very short answer for those whom it concerns; 
and all die activity of mysdf and some vig^orous friends 
have not yet fixed on any tangible ground or personage, 
on which or with whom I can discuss matters, in a 
summary way, with a fair pretext; — though I nearly had 
nailed one yesterday, but he evaded by— what was 
judged by others — a satisfactory eipiaoation. I speak 

14. 
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of circulators — against whom I have, no enmity, thongh 
I must act according to the common code of usage, when 
I hit upon those of (he serious order. 

u Now for other matters — Poesy, for instance, Leigh 
HuQt's poem is a devilish good one— quaint, here and 
there, but with the substratum of originality, and with 
poetry about it^ that will stand the test. I do not say 
this because he has inscribed it to me, which I am sorry 
for, as I should otherwise have begged you to review it 
m the Edinburgh. ■ It is really deserving of much 
praise, and a favourable critique in the E. R. would but 
do it justice, and set it up before jthe public eye where 
it ought to be. 

uHow are you? and where? I have not the most 
distant idea what I am going to do myself, or with 
myself — or where — or what. I had, a few weeks ago, 
some things to say, that would have made you laugh; 
but they tell me now that I must not laugh, and so I 
have been very serious — and am. 

« I have not been very well — with a liver complaint — 
but am much better within the last fortnight, though 
still under iatrical advice, I have latterly seen a little 

****** 

« 

u I must go and dress to dine. My little girl is in the 
country, and, they tell me, is a very fine child, and now 
nearly three months ol4* Lady Noel (my mother-in- 
law, or, rather, at law) is at present overlooking it. Her 
daughter (Miss Milbanke that was) is, I believe, in 

< My reply to thitpart of his letter was, 1 find, as follows: ■ With re- 
spect to Hunt's Poem, though it is, I own, full of beauties, and though 1 
like himself sincerely, I really could not undertake to praise it seriously. 
There is so much of the ifuiztiblc in all he writes, that I never can put 00 
the proper pathetic fece in reading him. » 



• 
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London with ber father. A Mrs G. (now a kind of 
housekeeper and spy of Lady N.'s) who, in her better 
days, was a washerwoman, is supposed to be — by the 
learned — very much the occult cause of our late domestic 
discrepancies. 

u In all this business, I am' the sorriest for Sir Ralph. 
He and I are equally punished, though magis pares quern 
similes in our affliction. Yet it is hard for both to 
suffer for the fault of one, and so it is — I shall be separ- 
ated from my wife ; he will retain his. 

u Ever, etc.)) 

In- my reply to this letter, written a few days after, 
there is a passage which (though containing an opinion 
it might have been more prudent, perhaps, to conceal) 
I feel myself called upon to extract, on account of the 
singularly generous avowal, — honourable alike to both 
the parties in this unhappy affeir, — which it was the 
means of drawing from Lord Byron. The following 
are my words:--^«I am much in the same state as 
yourself with respect to the subject of your letter, my 
mind being so full of things which I don't know how to 
write about, that / too must defer the greater part of 
them till we meet in May, when I shall put you fairly on 
your trial for all crimes and misdemeanors. In the mean 
time, you will not be at a loss for j udges,— nor execution- 
ers either, if they could have their will. The world, in 
their generous ardour to take what they call the weaker 
side, soon contrive to make it most formidably the 
strongest. Most sincerely do I grieve at what has hap- 
pened. It has upset all my wishes and theories as to 
the influence of marriage on your life; for, instead of 
bringing you, as I expected, into something like a regular 
orbit, it has only cast you off again into infinite space, 
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aod left you, I fear, in a far worse stfeite than it focmd 
yon. As to defending yon, the only person witii whom 
I have yet attempted this task is myself; and, consider- 
ing the little I know npon fhesabject (or rather, perhaps, 
owing to this cause), I have hitherto done it with very 
tolerable success. After all, your choice was the 
misfortune. I oeret liked, — ^but I 'm here wandering 
into the oitoppcrz, and so most change the sorbject for a 
far pleasdnter one, your last new Pbcnis, whieh, etc. etc.» 

The return of post brought me the following answer, 
which, while it raises our admiration of the generous 
candour of the writer, but adds to the scKlness and 
strangeness of the whole transaction. 

LETTER CCXXXIV. 

TO Ma MOOaE. 

« March 8tli, i9i6. 
a I rejoice in your promotion as Chairman and 
Charitable Steward, etc. etc. These be dignities which 
await only the virtuous. But then, recollect you are 
six and thirty (I speak this enviously — not of your age, 
but the 'honour — love— obedience— troops of friends,' 
which accompany it), and I have eight years good to 
run before I arrive at such hoary perfection; by which 
time, — if I am at all, *— it will probably be rn a state of 
grace or progressing merits. 

* TUs ud dovbt,^'* if I am at all,*— ^iMcoaae* ^o leM siftgalar tliMi 
sad when we recollect that six Mid thirty wt actiwlly tke a^ '•iicn he 
ceased to « be,» and at a moment^ too, when (as evea tbe Icait lificBdlj 
to him allow) he was in that state oC « progressing merits* which he here 
jestingly anticipates. 
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ttl most set ytm rigbt in one point, hfxwewr. The 
feidt was not-^-^tO) nor even tke aaisfdrtiui&^iife my 
^choice' (unless in chusing at. alt)^^ for ] do not k^imie 
-^-and I must smf it, in the very dr^ of all this bitter 
' bttstnesd-^that there ever was a better, ot even a 
brighter, a kinder, or a more anuiabie and agireearble 
being thMi Lady B. I never had, noi^ can have, any 
reproa^ch to make her, while with me. Where there ift 
blame,- it belongs to myself, and, if I cannot redeem, I 
must bear it 

tt Her neatest reiatiwes are a *** ^^'-^ny eirenmstaiKes 
have been and are in a starte of great confiision^-**my 
health has been a good deal disordered, tod my mind 
ill dt e^se for a considerably . period-. Snch are the 
causes (I do not name, them as excnses) whkh have fire- 
qneatly driven me into exoess, and disqualified my 
temper for comfort* fiomethiag^elso tnay be attributed 
to dbe strange and desultory. habits which, becoming 
my own master at an ealrly age^ and'scraanbling abont, 
over and through the world, may iiave induced* I 
still, however, think that, if I had had a fair chance, 
by being placed in even a tolerable aitnationr I m%ht 
have gone on fairly. Bdt that teema hopeless, ^and 
there is nothing more to be said. At present ^-^escepit 
nry health, which is better (it is eftkl, but agitadon or 
Gontest of any kind gives a rebomd to my spirits and 
sets me up for the time) — I have to battle with all 
kinds of nnpleasantneeses, indoding private and pe- 
cuniary-difficulties, elc^etc. 

a I believe I may have said this hebae to yon, -^ but I 
risk repeating it. It it nothing to bear die privatiims of 
adversity, or, more' properly, ill fortune; but my pride 
recoils from its indignkies. However, I have no quarrel 
with that same pride, which will, I think, buckler me 
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through every thin|^. If my heart could have been 
broken, it would hwe beea so years ago, and by events 
more afflicting than these. 

« I agree with you ( to turn from this topic to our 
•hop) that I have written too much. The last things 
were, however, published very reluctantly by me, and 
for reasons I will explain when we meet I know not 
why. I have dwelt so much on the same scenes, except 
that I find them fading, or iconf using {\£ such a word 
may be) in my memory, in the midst of presient turbu- 
lence and pressure, and I felt anxious to stamp before 
the die was worn out I now breiak it. With those 
countries, and events connected with them, all my 
really poetical feelings begin and end. Were I to try, 
I could make nothing of any other subject, — and that I 
have apparently exhausted. ^ Woe to him,' says Vol- 
taire, ' who says all he could say on any subject.' There 
are some on which, perhaps, I could have said still 
more : but I leave them all, and not too soon. 

« Do you remember the lines I sent you early last 
year, whfdi you still have? I dob't wish (like Mr Fitz- 
gerald, in the Morning Pott) to claim the character of 
' Vates' in all its translations, biit were they not a little 
prophetic? I mean those beginning 'There's not a joy 
the world can,' etc. etc., on whidi I rather pique myself 
as being the truest, though the most melancholy, I 
ever wrote. 

<c What a scrawl have I sent you ! You say nothing of 
yourself, except that you are a Lancasterian church- 
warden, and an encoiirager of mendicants. When are 
youoiit? and how is your family? My child is very well 
and flourishing, I hear; but I must see also. I feel no 
disposition to resign it to the contagion of its grand- 
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mother^s society, though I am unwilling to take it from 
the mother. It is weaned, however, and something 
about it must be decided. 

ttEver, etc.)) 

Having already gone so far in laying open to my 
readers some of the sentiments which I entertained, re- 
specting Lord Byron's marriage, at a time when, little 
foreseeing that I should ever become his biographer, I 
was, of course, uninfluenced by the peculiar bias sup- 
posed to belong to that task, it may still further, per- 
haps, be permitted me to extract from my reply to the 
foregoing letter some sentences of explanation which its 
contents; seemed to me to require. 

tt I had certainly i|o right to say any thing about the 
unluckiness of your choice, — though I rejoice that now 
I did, as it has drawn from you a tribute which, how- 
ever unaccountable and mysterious it renders the whole 
affair, is highly honourable to both parties. What I 
meant in hinting a doubt with respect to the object of 
your selection did not imply the least impeachment of 
that perfect amiableness ^hich the worid, I find, by 
common consent, allows to her. I only feared that she 
might have been too perfect— ^too precisely excellent — 
too matter-of-fact a paragon for you to coalesce with 
comfortably ; and that a person, whogse perfection hung 
in more easy folds about her^ whose brightness was 
softened down by some of ^ those fair defects which best 
conciliate love,' would, by appealing more dependently 
to your protection, have stood a much better chance 
with your goodniature. All these suppositions, how- 
ever, I have been led into by my intense anxiety to 
acquit you of any thing like a capricious abandonment 
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of sack a ivooian; ^ and, totally in the dark as. I am 
with rcBpectto all but the facto! your teparaticm, yoa 
cannot conceive the solicitude, the fearfol aclkitade, 
with which I Io«k forward to a history of the transac- 
tion from yonr own lips when we meet, — a history 
in which I am smre of, at least, 0rte wtue-naiaaly 
candoilr.ff 

With respect td the eanses that may he supposed to 
have led to this separacien, ft seem» needless, with the 
chamcfers ef both parties before oor- eyes^ te 90 in 
quest df any vetj remote or mystervaua reasons to ae- 
ooifnt for it. I have already, in some ohserrations on 
the general charaef^^ of men of gent as, endeavio«ved to 
point out those peculiaHfies, both in^ disposition sa^ 
habitodes, b^ which, in Ae far greater number of rn- 
stanees, they have been found unfitted for ik^meslie 
happiness. Of tl^ese defects (which are, as it were^ the 
shadow that genius casts, and too generally, it is to be 
feared, in proportion to its stature), Lord Byron eoold 
not, of coarse, fail to baip« inherited his share, in com* 
mon wrth all tbe painfully-gifted dasa to which be be^ 
longed. Bow thoitougUy, with respect to one attribute 
of this temperament which he pos6es9ed,-^one, that 
« sicklies oVi")!* tbe face of liappioeas: itself, —he was iin* 
deistood by the person moal interested in observing 
him, wiH appear horn tbe following anecdolet ae re^ 
lated by hymscSf.' 

Mpeo|Je hav« wo«idevod at the melanchcdy wliich 
runs throiiigh my writings* Others have wondered at 
my personal gBiety. But I roeollect onoe, after an hour 
in ^i4rich I bad been sincerely and partaenlariy gay and 

* It 'will be perceived ftoiA this that I was as yet tmacquainted with the 
true circumstances of th« tramaetioo. 
' MS.— « Detached Thoaghts.n 
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rather brilliant, in company, my wife replying to me 
when I said (upon her remarking my high spirits), ^And 
yet, Bell, I have been called and mis-called melancholy 
— ^you must have seen how falsely, frequently? — *No, 
Byron,' she answered, ' it is not so ; at heart you are th^ 
most melancholy of mankind; and often when ap- 
parently gayest.')} 

To these faults and sources of faults, inherent in his 
own sensitive nature, he added also many of those which 
a long indulgence of self-will generates, — the least com- 
patible, of all others (if not softened down, as they 
were in him, by good-nature), with that system of mu- 
tual concession and sacrifice by which the balance of 
domestic peace is maintained. When we look back, 
indeed, to the unbridled career, of which this marriage 
was meant to be the goal, — to the rapid and restless 
course in which his life had run along, like a burning 
train, through a series of wanderings, adventures, 
successes, ai^ passions, the fever of all which was still 
upon him, when, with the same headlong recklessness, 
he rushed into this marriage,—- it can but little surprise 
us that, in the space of one short year, he should not 
have been able to recover all at once from his bewilder- 
ment, or to settle down into that tame level of conduct 
which the officious spies of his privacy required. As 
well might it be expected that a steed like his own 
Mazeppa's, 

Wild as the wild deer and antaught, 
With spur and bridle andefiled — 
*T was but a day he had been canght, 

should stand still, when reined, without chafing or 
champing the bit. 
Even had the new condition of life into which he 
VOL. II. x5 
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passed been one of prosperity and 'smtxMliness, some 
tittle, as well as* tolerance, must still hare-been allowed 
for the subsiding of so excited a spirit into rest. But, 
^n the contmry,'his marriage (from the reputation, no 
-doubt, of the lady, as an heiress) was, at once, a signal 
•iOT all die ^arrears and claims of a long-aceumulating 
state of enbarras^ment to explode upon him ;— his door 
was almost daily beset by duns, and 'his house nine 
tines during that year in possession of bailiffs ;'*while^ 
in addition to these anxieties and — ^what he £^t still 
more — indignities of poverty, he had also the parn of 
fancying, whether rightly or- wrongly, that the eyes of 
^enemies and spies were- upon him, even under his own 
jTOof, and that his every hasty word and look were in- 
terpreted'in the most perverting light. 

As, from the state of their means, his lady 'and *he 
saw but little sociely, his only relief from the' thoughts 
which a life of such embarrassment broughfwith it- was 
•in those avocations which his duty, as a member of the 
Diwry-lane Ck>i»mittee,-iffiposed'Upon-faxm.-And *here, 

■' An aB«cdbt< eopnectecl wMi one^ bf these ceet^omt is ilfuf rebtedito 
the JonnuJf jqst rcfejrred to. 

« When the bailiff (for I have seen most kinds of life) came npon me 
in 1 8i 5 to seize my chattels (being a peer of partiament, my person was 
beyond hitt)^ being curious (as is my habit), I first asked him * what ei- 
tents elsewhere he had for gotemment?* npon which he showed me one 
■upon one house onfy for seventy thousand pounds! Next I askedFbii»if lie 
had nothing for Sheridan? *0h — Sheridan !' said he; *ay, I have this* 
(pulling out a poeketiJMok,.etc.); *bnt, my i6rd, I have heen, in Sheri- 
dan's house a tweWcmonth.at m tHDe-**^ cml gentltinan — knows how lo 
deal with us,' ct«.-ctc. etc. Onr ow« business was then discussed, which 
was none of the easiest for me at that time. But the man was civil, and 
( what I valncd more )■. communicative. I had met. many of his brethren, 
years before, in affairs of my friends (commoners, that is), but this was 
the first ( or second) on my own accoimt.-^A civil man ; fee'd according- 
ly ; probably he- anticipated as mncfa. ■ 
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— in this most unlucky connexion with, the theatre, — 
one of the fSatalities of his short year of trial, as hus*- 
band, lay« .From the reputation which he had ppe«- 
▼iously acquired for gallantriesy and the«ort of reckless 
and boyish levity to which — often in very a bitter- 
ness of souh»^-he gave way, it was not 'difficult to 
-bring suspicion upon some of those acquaintances 
-which his frequent iutercourse with the green-room 
induced him to form, or even (as, in one instance, 
was the case) to connect with his name injuriously that 
of a person to whom he had scarcely ever addressed a 
single word. 

Notwithstanding, however, this ill-starred concurrence 
-of circumstances, which might have palliated any ex- 
cesses either of temper or conduct into which they 
dfovehim, it was, after all, I am persuaded, to no such 
vserious causes that the unfortunate alienation, which so 
'soon ended in disunion, is to. be traced, a In all the 
marriages I have everseen,n says Steele, a most of which 
have been unhappy ones, the great cause of evil has 
proceeded from slight occasions;)) and to this remark 
the marriage at present under our consideration would 
not be found, I think, on inquiry, to furnish mUch ex- 
ception. Lord Byron himself, indeed, when at Gepha- 
lonia, a short time before his death, seems to have ex- 
pressed, in a few words, the whole pith of the mystery. 
An English gentleman with whom he was. conversing 
on the subject of Lady Byron, having ventured to enu- 
merate to him the various causes he had heard alleged 
for the separation, the noble poet, wl^o had seemed 
much amused wkh their absurdity and falsehood, said, 
alter listening to them all, — nthe causes, my dear sir, 
were too simple to be easily found oaUn 

in irutb, die circumstances, so uaeacampled, that a'' 
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tended their separation, — ^the last words of the parting 
wife to the husband being those of the most playful af- 
fection, while the language of the deserted husband 
towards the wife was in a strain, as the world knows, 
of tenderest eulogy, — are in themselves a sufficient 
proof that, at the time of their parting, there could have 
been no very deep sense of injury on either side. It 
Was not till afterwards that, in both bosoms, the repul- 
sive force came into operation, — when, to the party 
which had taken the first decisive step in the strife, it 
became naturally a point of pride to persevere in it 
with dignity, and this unbendingness provoked, as na- 
turally, in the haughty spirit of the other, a strong feel- 
ing of resentment which overflowed, at last, in acri-> 
mony and scorn. If there be any truth, however, in the 
principle that they « never pardon who have done the 
'wrong,» Lord Byron, who was^ to the last, disposed to 
reconciliation, proved so far, at least, his conscience to 
have been unhaunted by any very disturbing conscious- 
ness of aggression. 

But though it would have been difficult, perhaps, for 
the victims of thi» strife themselves toliave pointed out 
any single, or definite, cause for their disunion, — 
beyond that general incompatibility which is the can- 
ker of all such marriages, — the public, which seldom 
allows itself to be at a fault on these occasions, was, as 
usual, ready with an ample supply of reasons for the 
breach, — all tending to blacken the already darkly 
painted character of the poet, and representing him, in 
short, as a finished mohster of cruelty and depravity. 
The reputation of the object of his choice for every pos- 
sible virtue (a reputation which had been, I doubt not, 
-^ne of his own chief incentives to the marriage, from 

e vanity, reprobate as he knew he was deemed, of 
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being able to win such a paragon), was now turned 
against him by his assailants*, not only in the way of 
contrast with his own character, but as if the excel- 
lences of the wife were proof positive of every enormity 
they chose to charge upon the husband. 

Meanwhile, the unmoved silence of the lady herself 
(from motives, it is but fair to suppose, of generosity 
and delicacy), under the repeated demands made for a 
specification of her charges against him, left to malice 
and imagination the fullest range for their combined 
industry. It was accordingly stated, and almost uni- 
versally believed, that the noble lord's second proposal 
to Miss Milbanke had been but with a view to revenge 
himself for the slight inflicted by her refusal of the first, 
and that he himself had confessed so. much to her, on 
their way from church. At the time when, as the reader 
has seen from his own honey-moon letters, he was, with 
all the good-will in the world, imagining himself into 
happiness, and even boasting, in the pride of his fancy, 
that if marriage were to be upon /ease, he would gladly 
renew his own for a term of ninety-nine years, — at this 
very time, according to these veracious chroniclers, he 
was employed in darkly following up the aforesaid 
scheme of revenge, and tormenting his lady by all sorts 
of unmanly cruelties, — such as firing off pistols, to 
frighten her as she lay in bed, > and other such freaks. 

' For this story, hovrever, there vras so far • foundation, that the prac- 
tice to which he had accustcwned himself from boyhood, of having loaded 
pistols always near him at ni^t, was considered so strange a propensity 
M to be included in that list of symptoms (sixteen, I believe, in number) 
which were submitted to medical opinion, in proof of his insanity. An- 
other symptom was the emotion, almost to hysterics, which he had exhi- 
bited on seeing Rean act Sir Giles Overreach. But the most plausible 
of all the grounds, as he himself used to allow» on which these articles 
of impeachment against his sanity were drawn up, was an act of violen'^ 
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To the falsehoods concerniDg his gveeQ-room inti- 
macies, and particularly with respect to one beautiful 
actress, with whom, in reality, he had hardly ever 
exchanged a single wiord, I have already adverted; and 
the extreme confidence with which this tale was ciiw 
culated and believed affords no unfair specimen of the 
sort of evidence with which the public, in all such fits 
of moral wrath, is satisfied. It is, at the same time^ 
very £ar from my intention to aliegfe that, in* the course 
of the noble poeWs intercourse with the theatre, he was 
not sometimes led into a line of acquaintance and con- 
verse, unbefitting, if not dangerous to, the steadiness 
of married life. But the imputations against him on 
this head were (as far as affected his conjugal character) 
not the less unfounded, — as the sole case, in which he 
afforded any thing like real grounds for such an accu- 
sation, did not take place till afier the period of the 
separation. 

Not content with sueh ord inary and tangible charipes, 
the tongue of rumour was emboldened to proceed still 
further; and, presuming upon the mysterious silence 
maintained by one of the parties, ventured to throw 
out dark hints and vague insinuations, of which the 
fancy of every hearer was left to fill up the outline as he 
pleased. In consequence of all this exaggeration, such 
an outcry was now raised against Lord Byron as, in no 
case of private life, perhaps, was ever before witnessed : 
iior had the whole amount of fame which he had 
gathered, in the course of the last four years, much 

committed by him on a favoarite old watch that had been his compmnion 
from boyhood, and had gone with him to Greece. In a fit of ▼ezattoa 
and rage, brought on by some of those hamiliating embarrassments to 
which he was now almost daily a prey, he furiously dashed this watch 
npon the hearth, and gronnd it to pieces among the ashes with the 
ivokcr. 
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exceeded in proportion the. reproach and obloquy that 
were now/ within the space €^ a few weeks, showered 
upon him. In addition to the many who conscien- 
tiously believed and reprobated what they had but too 
much right to consider credible excesses^ whether view- 
ing him as poet or man oC fa^ion, there were also 
actively on the alert that large class, of persons who 
seem to hold violence against the vices of others to be 
equivalent to virtue in themselves, together with all 
those- natural haters of success who, having^ loi^g 
sickened under the splendour of the poet, were now 
able, in the guise of champions for innocence, to wreak 
their spite on the man. In every various form of para- 
graph, pamphlet, and caricature, both his character 
and person were held up to odium ; ' — hardly a voice 
was raised, or at least listened to, in his behalf; and 

* Of the abuse lavished upon him, the following extract from a Poem, 
pablished at this time, wiU give some idea. 

From native England, that endured too long 

The ceaselesit burden of his impious song; 

His mad career of crimes and follies run, 

And grey in vice, vrhen life was scarce began ; 

He goes, in foreign lands prepared to find 

A life more suited to his gpiilty n^ind; 

Where other climes new pleasures may supply 

For that pall'd taste, and that nnhallow'd eye ; — 

Wisely he seeks some yet untrodden shore. 

For those who know him less may prise him more. 

In a rhyming pamphlet, too, entitled « A Poetical Epistle from Delia^ 
addressed to Lord Byron, » the writer thus charitably expresses herself. 

Hopeless of peace below, and, shuddering thought ! 
Far from that Heav'n, denied, if never sought. 
Thy light a beacon — a reproach thy name — 
Thy memory * damn'd to everlasting fame," 
Shunn'd by the wise, admired by fools alone— 
The good shall mourn thee-»andihc Muse disown. 
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though a few faithful friends remained unshaken by 
his side, the utter hopelessness of stemming the torrent 
was felt as well by them as by himself^ and, after an 
effort or two to gain a fair hearing, they submitted in 
silence. Among tbe few attempts made by himself 
towards confuting his calumniators was an appeal 
(such as the following short letter contain^ to some of 
those persons with whom he had been in the habit of 
living familiarly. 

LETTER CCXXXV. 

TO MR ROGERS. 

• Marcb a5th, i8i6« 

u You are one of the few persons with whom I have 
lived in what is called intimacy, and have heard me at 
times conversing on the untoward topic of my recent 
family disquietudes. Will you have the goodness to 
say to me at once, whether you ever heard me speak of 
her with disrespect, with unkindness, or defending 
myself at her expense by any serious imputation of any 
description against her? Did you never hear me say 
^that when there was a right or a wrong, she had the 
right?* — The reason I put these questions to you or 
others of my friends is, because I am said^ by her and 
hers, to have resorted to such means of exculpation. 
Ever very truly yours, 

«B.» 

In those Memoirs (or, more properly. Memoranda) 
of the noble poet, which it was thought expedient, for 
various reasons, to sacrifice, he gave a detailed account 
of all the circumstances connected with his marriage, 
*rom the first proposal to the lady till his own depar- 
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ture, after the breach, from England. In truth, though 
the title of « Memoirs, » which he -himself sometimes 
gaye to that manuscript, conveys the idea of a complete 
and regular piece of biography, it was to this particular 
portion of hi» life that the work was principally de- 
voted; while the anecdotes, having reference to other 
parts of his career, not only occupied a very dispropor- 
tionate space in its pages, but were most of them such 
as are found repeated in the various Journals and other 
MSS. he left behind. The chief charm, indeed, of that 
narrative was the melancholy playfitlness — melan- 
choly, from the wounded feeling so visible through its 
pleasantry — with which events unimportant and per- 
sons uninteresting, in almost every respect but their 
connexion with such a mdn's destiny, were detailed and 
described in it. Frank, as usual, throughout, in his 
avowal of his own errors^ and generously just towards 
her who was his fellow-sufferer in the strife, the impres- 
sion his recital left on the minds of all who perused it 
was, to say the least, favourable to him; — though, 
upon the whole, leading to a persuasion, which I have 
already intimated to be my own, that, neither in kind 
or degree, did the causes of disunion between the 
parties much differ from those that loosen the links of 
most such marriages. 

With respect to the details themselves, though aM 
important in his own eyes at the time, as being con- 
nected with the subject that superseded most others in 
his thoughts, the interest they would possess for others, 
now that their first zest as a subject of scandal is gone 
by, and the greater number of the persons to whom 
they relate forgotten, would be too slight to justify me 
in entering upon them more particulady, or running 
the risk of any offence that might be inflicted by thei' 
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disclosure. As far as the character of the illustrious 
subject of these pa^es is concerned, I feel that Time and 
Justice are doing far more in its fayour than could 
be effected by any'sucji gossiping details. During the 
lifetime of a man of genius, the world is but too much 
inclined to judge of him rather by what he wants than 
by what ho possesses, and even where conscious, as in 
the present case, that his defects are among the sources 
of his greatness, to require of him unreasonably the one 
without the other. If Pope had not been splenetic and 
irritable, we should have wanted his Satires; and an 
impetuous temperament, and passions untamed, were 
indispensable to the conformation of a poet like Byron. 
It is by posterity only that full justice is rendered to 
those who have paid such hard penalties to reach it. 
The dross that had once hung about the ore drops 
away, and the infirmities,. and even miseries, of genius 
are forgottent in its greatness. Who now asks whether 
Dante was right or wrong in his matrimonial dif- 
ferences? or by how many of those whose fancies dwell 
fondly on his Beatrice isr even the name of his Gemma 
Donati remembered? 

Already, short as has been the interval since Lord 
Byron^s death, the charhable influence of time in 
softening, if not rescinding, the harsh judgments of 
the world against genius is visible. The utter un- 
reasonableness of^trying such a character by ordinary 
standards, or of expecting to find the materials of order 
and happiness in a bosom constantly heaving forth 
from its depths such a lava floods,)) is-— now that his 
spirit has passed from among us— felt and acknow* 
ledged. In reviewing the circumstances of his* mar- 
riage, a more even scale of justice is held; and while 
every tribute of sympathy and commiseration is ac- 
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corded to her, who, unluckily for her own peace, he- 
came involved in such a destiny, — who, with virtues 
and attainments that would have made the home of a 
more ordinary man happy, undertook, in evil hour, 
to (fturn and wind a fiery Peg^asus,)) and hut failed 
where it may he douhted whether even the fittest for 
such a task would have succeeded, — full allowance is, 
at the same time, made for the ^reat martyr of genius 
himself, whom so many other causes, heside that 
restless fire within him, concurred to unsettle in niind 
and (as he himself feelingly expresses it) ((disqualify 
for comfort ;» — whose doom it was to he ekher thus or 
less great, and whom to have tamed might have heen to 
extinguish ; there never, perhaps, having existed an in- 
dividual to whom, whether as author or man, the fol- 
lowing line was more applicahle, — 

Si non erMsset, fe€erat ille minus. ' 

While these events were going on, — events, of which 
his memory and heart bore painfully the traces through 
the remainder of his short life, — some occurrences 
took place, coukkected with his literary history, to which 
it is a relief to divert the attention of the reader from 
the distressing subject that has now so long detained 
us. 

The letter that follows was in answer to one received 
from Mr Murray, in which that gentleman had enclosed 
him a draft for a thousand guineas for the copyright of 
his two Poems, the Siege of Gerinth and Parisina. 

' Had he not erred, he h«d far less achieved. 



348 NOTICES OF THE a. d, 1816. 

LETTER CCXXXVI. 

TO MR MURftAT. 

« January ad, 1816. 

(I Your offer is liberal in the extreme (you see I use 
the word to you and of you, though I would not con- 
sent to your using it of yourself to Mr ****), and much 
more than the two poems can possibly be worth ; but I 
cannot accept it, nor will not. Tou are most welcome 
to them as additions to th« collected volumes, without any 
demand or expectation on my part whatever. But I 
cannot consent to their separate publication. T do not 
like to risk any fame (whether merited or not), which I 
have been favoured with, upon compositions which I do 
not feel to be at all equal to my own notions of what 
they should be (and as J flatter myself some have been, 
here and there), though they may do very well as things 
without pretension, to add to the publication with the 
lighter pieces. 

u I am very glad that the handwriting was a favour- 
able omen of the morale of the piece : but you must not 
trust to that, for my copyist would write out any thing 
I desired in all the ignorance of innocence — I hope, 
however, in this instance, with no great peril to either. 

« P.S. — ^I have enclosed your draft tom^ for fear of 
accidents by the way — I wish you would not throw^ 
temptation, in mine. It h not from a disdain of the uni- 
versal idol, nor.from a present superfluity of his trea- 
sures, I can assure you, that I refuse to worship him ; 
'^■it what is right is right^ and must not yield to eircum- 

^ce8.»> 

Dtwithstanding the ruinous state of his pecuniary 
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affairs, the resolution which the poet had formed not to 
avail himself of the profits of his works still continued 
to be held sacred by him, and the sum thus offered for 
the copyright of the Siege of Corinth iand Parisina was, 
as we see, refused and left untouched in the publisher's 
hands. It happened that, at this time, a well-known 
and eminent writer on political science had been, by 
some misfortune, reduced to pecuniary embarrassment; 
and the circumstance haTin'g become known to Mr Ro- 
gers and Sir James Mackintosh, it occurred to them 
that a part of the sum thus unappropriated by Lord 
Byron could not be better bestowed than in relieving 
the necessities of this gentleman. The suggestion was 
no sooner conveyed to (he noble poet than he proceed- 
ed to act upon it, and the following letter to .Mr Rogers 
refers to his intentions. 

LETTER CGXXXVn. 

TO MR ROGERS. 

• February aoib, 1816. 
i< I wrote to you hastily this morning by Murray, to 
say that I was glad to do as Mackintosh and you sug- 
gested about Mr * *. It occurs to me now, tiiat as I 
have nevef seen Mr ^'* but once, and consequently 
have no claim to his acquaintance, that you or Sir J. 
had • better arrange it with him in such a manner as 
may be least offensive to his feelings, and so as not to 
have the aippearance of officiousness nor obtrusion on 
my part. I hope you will .be able to do this, as I 
should be very sorry to do any thing by him that may 
be deemed indelicate. The sum Murray offered and 
offers was and is one thousand and fifty pounds: — th' 
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I refiaaed before, because I thoo^t it more than the 
two things were worth to Murray, and from other ob- 
jections, which are of no consequence. I haye, how- 
ever, elosed with M. in consequence of Sir J.'s and your 
<su^e8tion, and propose the sum of six hundred pounds 
to be transferred to Mr * * in such manner as may 
seem best to your friend, — the rwnainder I think of 
for other purposes. 

« As Murray has- offered the money down for the 
copyrights, it may be done directly. I am ready to 
sign and seal inuuediately, and perhaps it had better 
not be delayed. I shall feel very glad if it can be of 
any use to **'^ only don't let him be plagued, nor 
think himself obliged aud all that, which makes people 
hate one another, etc. 

tt Yours, very truly, 

In his mention here of other u purposes, » he refers 
to an intention which he had of dividing the residue 
of the sum between two other gentlemen of literary 
celebrity, equally in want of such aid, Mr Maturinand 
Mr**. The whole design, however, though entered 
into with the utmost sincerity on the part of the noble 
poet, ultimately failed. Mr Murray, who was well 
acquainted 'wi& thesdraits to which iLord :Byron him- 
self had been reduced, and foresaw that a time might 
come when even money thus gained would be welcome 
to him, on learning the uses to which the sum was to 
be applied, demurred in advancing it,— alleging that, 
though bound not only by his word but his will to pay 
the a.mount to Lord Byron, he did not conceive hLm- 
self called upcm to part with it to others. Hew ear- 
nestly the noble poet himself, though with ex«catioiis, 
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at the time, impending; over his head, endeavoured to 
urge the point, will appear from ihe following letter. 

LETTER CCXXX VI 11. 

TO MR MURRAY., 

ft February 2 ad, 1816. 

tt AVheh the sum offered hy you, and even pressed by 
you, was declined^ it was with reference to a separate 
publication, as you know and 1 know. That it was 
large, I admitted and admit; and f^at made part of 
my consideration in refusing it, till I knew better what 
you were likely to make of it. With regard to what is 
past, or is to pass, about Mr * ^, the case is in no respect 
different from the transfer of former copyrights to Mr 
Dallas. Had I taken you at your word, that is, taken 
your money, I might have used it as I pleased ; and it 
could be in no respect different to you whether I paid 
it to a w — , or a hospital, or assisted a man of talent in 
distress. The truth of the matter seems this: yOu of- 
fered more than the poems are worth. I said so, and 
I think so 'y but you know,. or at least ought to know, 
your own business best ; and when you recollect what 
passed between you and me upon peetiniiiry subjects 
before this occurred, •yb^ will acquit me of any wish 
to take advantage of your imprudence. 

uThe things in question shall not be published at.all, 
and there is an end of the matter. 

« Yours, etc." 

TIk letter that follows will give some idea of those 
embarrassments in his own affairs, under the pressure 
of which he could be thus considei'ate of the wants of 
others. - 
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LETTER CCXXXIX. 

TO MR murhat. 

« MarcK Bth, 1816. 

* * ♦ ^ # « it 

u f sent to you to-day for this- reason — the books you 
purchased are again seized, and, as matters stand, had 
much better be sold at once by pubRc auction.' I wish 
to see you to return your bill for them, which, thank 
Ood, is neither due nor paid. That part, as far as you 
are concerned, being settled (which it can be, and shall 
be, when I see you to-morrow), I have no further deli- 
cacy about the matter. This is about the tenth execu- 
tion in as many months, so I am pretty well hardened ; 
but it is fit I should pay the forfeit of my forefathers^ 
extravagance and my own ; and whatever my faults 
may be, I suppose they will be pretty well expiated in 
time — or eternity^ 

« Ever, etc. 

u P.S. — I need hardly say that I knew nothing till 
this day of the new seizure. I had released them from 

■ 

I The sale of these books took pbce the IbUowiog month, Siid they 
were described in the catalogne as the property of « a Nobleman about 
to leave England 00 a toar.» 

From a note to Mr Murray, it would appear that he had been first 
announced as going to the Morea. 

« I hope that the catalogue of the books, etc., has not been poUiahed 
without ny seeing it. I roust reserve several, and many ought not to be 
printed. The advertisement is a very bad one. I am not going to the 
Morea; and if I was, you might as well advertise' a man in Russia as going 
to Yorkshire. « Erer, etc.* 

Together with ihe books was sold an article of furniture, which is now 
in die possession of Mr Murray, namely, « a large screen covered with 
jportraits of actors, pugilists, representations of boxing^naKhes,* «tc. 
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former ones, and thought, when you took them, that 
they were yours. w 

M You shall have your hill ag^in to-morrow. » 

During the month of January and part of February, 
his poems of the Siege of Corinth and Parisina wer^ in 
the hands of the printers, and, about the end of the 
latter month, madie their appearance. The following 
letters are the only ones I find connected with theic 
publication. 

LETTER CeXL. 

710 MB. MURRA.1. 

« February Sd, f8i6. 

c< I sent for * Marmion,' which I return, because it 
occurred to me, there might be a resemblance between 
part of ^ Parisina' and a similar scene in Canto 2nd of 
* Marmion.' I fear there is, though I nev^r thought of 
it before, and could hardly wish to imitate that which 
is inimitable. I wish you would ask Mr Gifford. whe- 
ther I ought to say any thing upon it; — I had com- 
pleted the story on the passage from Gibbon, which in- 
deed leads to a like scene naturally,, without a thought 
of the kind ; but it comes upon me not very comfort- 
ably. ' ^ ^ 

u There are a few words and phrases I want to alter 
in the MS., and should like to do it before you print, 
and will return it in an hour.. 

CI Yours ever.n 



i5. 
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LETTER CCXLL 



TO MR MURRAT. 



« Febraary 30th, 1816. 

«««««« 

« To return to our business — your epistles are vastly 
agreeable. With regard to the observations on care- 
lessness, etc., I think, with all due humility, that the 
gentle reader has considered a rather uncommon, and 
designedly irregular, versification for haste and negli- 
gence. The measure is not that of any of the other 
poems, -which (I believe) were allowed to be tolerably 
correct, according to Byshe and the fingers — or ears — 
by which bards write, and readers reckon. Great part 
of the ' Siege ' is in (I think) what the learned call Ana- 
pests (though I am not sure, being heinously forgetful 
of my metres and my ^ Gradus '), and many of the lines 
intentionally longer or shorter than its rhyming com- 
panion ; and rhyme also occurring at greater or less in- 
tervals of caprice or convenience. 

M I mean not to say that this is right or good, but 
merely that I could have been smoother, had it ap- 
peared to me of advantage ; and that I was not other- 
wise without being aware of the deviation, though I 
now feel sorry for it, as I would undoubtedly rather 
please than not. My wish has been to try at something 
different from my former efforts ; as I endeavoured to 
make them differ from each other. The versification 
of the ^ Corsair' is not that of * Lara,' nor the ^ Giaour' 
that of the *• Biide :' Ghilde Harold is again varied from 
these ; and I strove to vary the last somewhat from all 
the others. 

tt Excuse all this d d nonsense and egotism. The 
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fact is, that I am rather trying^ to think on the subject 
of this note, than really thinking on it. — I did not 
know you had called : you are always admitted and 
welcome when you chuse. 

ti Yours, etc. etc. 

u P.S. — You need not be in any apprehension or 
grief on my account : were. I to be beaten down by the 
world and its inheritors, I should have succumbed to 
many things, years ago. You must not mistake my not 
bullying for dejection ; nor imagine that because I feel, 
I am to faint: — but enough for the present. 

« I am sorry for Sotheby's row. What the devil is it 
about ? I thought it all settled ; and if I can do any 
thing about him or Ivan still, I am ready and willing. 
I do not think it proper for me just now to be much be- 
hind the scenes, but I will see the committee and move 
upon it, if Sotheby likes. 

u If you see Mr Sotheby, will you tell him that I wrote 
to Mr Coleridge, on getting Mr Sotheby's note, and 
have, I liope, done what Mr S. wished on that sub- 
ject ?» 

It >^as about the middle of Apdl that his-two cele- 
brated copies of verses, u Fare thee well,)) and « a 
Sketch,)* made their appearance in the newspapers :-^ 
and while the latter poem was generally and, it must be 
owned, justly condemned, as a sort of literary assault 
on an obscure female, whose situation ought to have 
placed her as much beneath his satire as the undignified 
mode.of his attack certainly raised her above it, — with 
regard to the other poem, opinions were a good deal 
more divided. To many it appeared a strain of true 
conjugal tcndernessy — a kind of appeal, which no wo- 
man with a heart could resist ; while by others, on thf 
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contraiy, it was considered to be a mere showy effusion 
of sentiment, as difficult for real feeling to have pro» 
dttced as it was easy for fancy and art, apd ahog-etfaer 
'unworthy of the deep interests involi^ in the subject. 
To this latter opinion, I confess my own to have, at 
first, strongly inclined; and suspicious as I could not 
help thinking the sentiment that coi^, at such a mo- 
ment, indulge in such verses, the taste that prompted or 
sanctioned their publication appeared to me even still 
more questionable. On readings however, his own ac- 
count of all the circumstances in the Memoranda, I 
found that on both points I had, in cqmmon with a 
large portion of the public, done him injustice. He 
there described, and in a manner whose sincerity there 
was no doubting, the swell of tender recollections nn- 
der the influence of which, as he sat one night musing 
in his study, these stanzas were produced, — the tears, 
as he said, falling fast over the paper as he wrote them. 
Neither did it appear, from that account, to have been 
from any wish or intention of his own, but through 
the injudicious zeal of a friend whom he had suffered 
to take a copy, that the verses met the publtc eye. 

The appearance of th^se Poems gaVe additional vio- 
lence to the angry and inquisitorial feeling now abroad 
against him ; and the title under which both pieces 
were immediately announced by various publishers, as 
« Poems by Lord Byron on his domestic circumstances,^ 
carried with it a suiiiBcient exposure of the utter unfit- 
ness of such themes for rhyme. It is, indeed, only in 
those emotions and passions, of which imagination 
forms a predominant ingredient, — such as' love, in its 
fir^t dreams, before reality has come to eitibody or dis- 
pel them, or sorrow, in its wane, when beginning to 

'ss away from the heart into the fancy,— diat poetry 
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ought ever to be employed as an interpreter of feeling^. 
For the expression of all those immediate affections and 
disquietudes that have their root in the actual realities 
of life, the art of the poet, from th^ very circumstance 
of its being an art, as well as from the coloured form 
in.yrhich it: is accustomed to transmit impressions, 
cannot be otherwise than a mediuip.as false as it is 
feeble. 

To so very low an ebb had the industry 6f his assail- 
ants now succeeded in reducing his private character, 
that it required no small degree of courage, ener^ among 
that class who are supposed to be the most tolerant of 
domestic irregularities, to invite him into their society. 
One distinguished lady of fashion, however, ventured 
so far as, on the eve of his departure from England, to 
make a party for bim expressly; and nothing short, per^ 
haps, of that high station in society which a life as 
blameless as it is brilliant has secured tb her, could have 
placed beyond all reach of misrepresentation, at that 
moment, such a compliment to ope marked with the 
world's- censure so deeply. At this assembly of Lady 
J^^S he made his last appearance, publicly, in England ; 
and the amusing account given of some of the company 
in his Memoranda, — of the various and characteristic 
ways in which thetemperatureoftheirmanner towards 
him was affected by the cloud under which he now ap« 
peared, — ^was one of the passages of that Memoir it 
would have been most desirable, perhaps, to have pre-* 
served ; though, from being a gallery of sketches, all 
personal and many satirical, but a small portion of it, 
if any, could have been presented to the public till the 
originals had long left the scene, and any interest they 
might once have excited was gone with themselves. 
Besides the noble hostess herself, whose kindness to him 
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on this occasion, he never forgot, there was also one 
other person (then Miss M * * now Lady K * *) whose 
frank and fearless cordiality to him on that evening he 
most gratefully coi^memorated, — adding, in acknow- 
ledgment of a still more generous service^ u She is a 
high-minded woman, and showed me more friendship 
than I deserved from her« I heard also of her having 
defended me in a large company, which at that time re- 
quired more courage and firmness than ' most women 
possess. » 

As we are now approaching so near the dose of his 
London life, I shall here throw together the few re- 
maining recollections of that period with which the 
gleanings of his Memorandum-book, so often referred 
to, furnish me. 

icl liked the Dandies; they were always very dvil to 
me, though in general they disliked literary people, and 
persecuted and mystiBed Madame deStael, Lewis,*^***, 
and the like, damnably. They persuaded Madame de 
Stael that A * * had a hundred thousand a year, etc. etc., 
till she praised him to his^ace for his beauty I and made a 
set at him for *^, and a hundred fooleries besides. The 
truth is, that, though I gave up the business early, I had 
a tinge of dandyism ' in my minority, and probably re- 
tained enough of it to conciliate the great ones at five- 
and-twenty. I had gamed, and drank, and taken my de- 
grees in most dissipations, and haying no pedantry, and 
not being overbearing, we ran quietly together. I knew 

^ Petrarch Vas, it appears, a\80, in his youth, a Dandy. ■ RecoUeet,* 
he says, in a letter to his brother) « the time, when we wore white habits, 
which th( least spot, a plait ilt-placed, would have been a subject of 
'; when our shoes were so ti^ht we snfFercd martyrdom, etc.» 
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them all more or less, and they made me a member of 
Watier's (a superb club at that time), being, I take it, 
the only literary man (except two others, both men of 
the world, Moore and Spenser) in it. Our masquerade ' 
was a g^and one ; so was the dandy-ball foo,*at the Ar- 
gyle, but that (the latter), was given by ^he four chiefs, 
B., M., A,, and P., if I err not. 

ul was a member of the Alfred, too, being elected 
while in Greece. It was pleasant; a little too sober and 
literary, and boreS with ** and Sir Francis Dlvernois; 
but one met Peel, and Ward, and Valenthi^ and many 
other pleasant or known people ; and it was, upon the 
whole, a decent resource in a rainy day,' in a dearth of 
parties, or parliament, or in an empty season. 

ul belonged, or belong, to the following clubs or 
societies: — to the Alfred; to the Cocoa Tree; to Wa- 
ller's; to the Union; to Racket's (at Brighton); to the 
Pugilistic; to the Owls, or 'Fly-by-night;' to the Cam" 
bridge VfhiQ Club; to the Harrow Club, Cambridge; 
and to one or two private clubs; to the Hampden (poli- 
tical) Club; and to the Italian Carbonari, etc. etc* etc., 
'though last, not least? I got into all these, and never 
stood for any other — at least to my own knowledge. I 
declined being proposed to several others^ though pressr 
ed to stand candidate. 



tt When I met H * * L * *, the jailor, at Lord Hol- 
land's, before he sailed for St Helena, the discourse 
turned on the battle of Waterloo. I asked him whether 

• To this masquerade he went in the habit of a Caloyer, or Eastern 
raonk, — a diyss paft'licularly well calculated to set off the beauty of his 
Hoc countenance, which was accordingly, that night, the subject of (t~ 
ncral admiration. 
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the dispositions of Napoleon wore those of a great ge- 
neral? He answered, dbf^tngingly, that ^ they were very 
simple,^ I had always thought that a d^^ree of simplicity 
was an ingredient of greatness. 



ttl was much struck with the simplicity of Grattan's 
manners in private life : they were odd-, but they were 
natural. Gurran used to t^dLe kim off, bowing to the 
very ground, and ^thanking God that he had no pequ- 
liarities of gesture or appearanca,' in a way irresistibly 
ludicrous; and * * used to«Gall him a ^ sentimental har- 
lequin.' . . 

u Curran ! Gurran *s the; man who struck me most. < 
Such imagination! there never was any thing like it 
that ever I saw or heard of. His published life — his 
pnblished speeches, give you no idea of the man — none 
at all. ,He was a machine of imagination, as some one 
^said that Piron was an epigrammatic machine. 

ttl^did not see a great deal of Gurran — only in i8i3; 
but I met film at home (for he used to call on me), and 
ih society, at Mackintosh's, Holland House, etc. etc., and 

< In his Memoranda there were equally enthusiastic praises of CorraD. 
■ Th^ riches, a ^aid he, • of his Irish imagiDation were ezhanstless. I have 
heard th§t man speak more poetry than I have ever seen written, — 
though I saw him seldom and hut occasionally. I saw him presented to 
Madame de Sta£l at Mackintosh's ; — it was the grand confluence between 
the Rhone and the Saone, and they were both to d — d ugly, that I could 
not help wondering how the best intellects of France and Irebnd couJd 
have taken up resp^tivelysnchresiaences.a « « « • 

In another part, however, he was somewhat more fair 'to Madame de 
Stall's personal appearance: — aUer figure was not bad; her legs toler- 
able; her arms good. Altogether, I can conceive her having beea a de- 
irAble woman, allowing a little imagioatioi^ for her soul, and so fortk. She 
-onld fia^ve made a great man.* 
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he wiks ^m)Drd^rftil ievt^fi t6 iiii&^ l^fro b^ %€ai ikttatiy re- 
markiiUe meii of ^ ^m^ 



but o4d) cofhpbined to oar fiiciid Scrope B. Davies^, in 
ridiDgp), Aat be bad a sftYcA in bis side; *I don't Wo«rder 
at it,' said Scrppe, 'for you Tide like a ieuhr,' Wboevfer 
had seen * * * on horseback, with his very tall figure on 
a small nag^, would not deny the justice of the repartee. 



« Y^ben B * * was dbli^d (by that afiair «f poot 
M ^ ^, who tbenee acq;utred tb^ itaine of ^I^tck the 
Dandy-^kilW — it was about tooney^ and debt, and all 
that) to retire to France, he knew no French, and bavvngr 
obtained a grammar for the purpose of study, our 
friend ScropeDavies was asked what progress Brum mell 
had made in French, he responded, 'that Brummell 
had been stopped, like Buonaparte in Russia, by the 
Elements.^ 

« I have put this pun into Qpppo^ which is ' a fair ex- 
change and no robbery, for Scrope made his fortune 
at several dinners (as he owned himself) by repeating 
occasionally, as his own, some of the buffooneries with 
which I had encounterj^ himm the morning. 



I^JIL. 



«* *'*i8 a good man, rhymes well (If not wisely), but 
is a bore. He seizes you by the button. One tiight of 
a rout, at Mrs Hope's, 4ie had fastened upon me, not- 
withstanding my symptoms of manifest distress (for 'I 
was in love, and had just nicked a minute when neither 
mothers, nor husbands, nor rivals, nor gossips, were 
VOL. 11. 16 
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near my then idol, who was beaatiful as the statues of 
the gallery where we stood at the time)-r* * *, I say, had 
seized upon me by the button and the heart-strings, and 
spared neither. W. Spencer, who likes fun, and don^t 
dislike mischief, saw my case, and coming up to us 
both, took me by the hand, and pathetically bade m« 
farewell; ^ for,' said he, ^I see it is all over with you/ 
then went away. Sic me servavit ApoUo* 



« « « 



<( I remember seeing Blucher in the London assem- 
blies, and never saw any thing of his age less veneraUe. 
With the voice and manners of a recruiting serjeant, 
he pretended to the honours of a hero, — ^just as if a 
stone could be worshipped because a man had stumbled 
over it. » 



We now approach the close of this eventful period of 
his history. In a note to Mr Rogers, written a short 
time before his departure for Ostend, ■ he says: — «My 
sister is now with me, and le4res town to-morrow : we 
shall not meet again for some time, at all events— if ever; 
and, under these circumstances, I trust to stand excused 
to you and Mr Sheridan for being unable to wait upon 
him this evening.)) 

This was his last interview with his sister, — almost the 
only person from whom he now parted with regret; it 
being, as he said, doubtful which had given him most 
pain, the enemies who attacked or the friends who con- 
doled with him. Those bealttiful and most tender 
verses, « Though the day of my destiny 's over,)i were 

• Dated April lOih. 
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now his parting tribate to her ' who, through all this 
bitter trial, had been his sole consolation ; and, though 
known to most readers, so expressive are they of his 
wounded feelings at this crisis, that there are few, I 
think, who will object to seeing some stanzas c^ them 
here* 



Though the rock of my last hope is shiyer d, 

And its fragments are sunk in the waye , 
Though I feel that my soul is deliver d 

To pain — it shall not be its slaye. 
There is- many a pang to pursue me : 

They may crush, but they shall not contemn-^ 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me — 

'T is of thee that I think — ^not of them. 

Though human, tfaon didst not deceive me, 

Though woman, thou didst not forsake,: 
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me. 

Though slandered, thou never couldst shake. 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me. 

Though parted, it was not to fly. 
Though watchful, 't was not to defame me, 

Nor mate, that the world might behe. 

- From the wreck of the past, which hath perish*d, 

Thus much I at least may recall, 
It hath taught me that what I most cherishd 

Deserved to be dearest of aU : 
In the desert a fountain is springing. 

In the wide waste there still is a tree, 
And a bird in the solitude singing, 

Which speaks to my spirit of thee, 

« 

* It will be seen, from a subsequent lettef , that tlie first stanza of that 
most cordial of FarewcUt, *My boat is on the shore,* was also wriite» 
at this time* 
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On^ 8dk*a{> 6f ^a|[^¥«, ih Ms iiati^itiitiiHi^^fft^d A^fS 
i4th, 181&, I find thfe faltotiibigf )i«t i)^ kk attK^ttddttts^ 
with an annex^ 'bcitlii!fe Cyf Ills pit>j€Cte^ IbUr: — a 5^^ 

oonfs^, Bei^fer, a Swi^, WilKcrtn Fl'etciier, aiid Ro» 

bcrt Rusbttfh. Jobid l^^m^^ Pbliddrt, M.D.--^-m* 

Swisserland, Flanders, Italy, and (perhaps) Francietn 
The two English servantd, it will be observed, were the 
. same uyeomann and «pagei^.who bad set out with him 
on bis youthful travels in 1809; and viom^ — for the 
second and last time takinigf leave 'of his cbontry^— on 
the a5th of April he tailed Vbr OsCtod. 
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